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The present is the most powerful story 
which Gustave Aimard has yet written. 
While there is enough of startling inci- 
dents and hair-breadth escapes to satisfy 
the greatest craver after sensation, the 
plot is careftilly elaborated, and great 
attention is paid to developing the 
character of the heroines. If there 
has been any fault in the author's 
previous works, it is that the ladies intro- 
duced are too subordinate; but in the 
present tale, the primary interest hinges 
upon them, and they are the most pro- 
minent characters. For this reason I am 
inclined to believe that the "Smuggler 
Chief" will become a greater favourite 
with readers than any of its predecessors. 

Lascelles Wraxall, Bart. 

BooNOB, Januaiy, 1864. 



CONTENTS OF 70L. I. 



CHAP. PAOI. 

I. THE PBOGESSION 1 

II. THE COUNTBY HOUSE 25 

m. THE CONVENT OF THE PUBISSIKA CON- 
CEPTION 44 

XY, THE SMUGGLERS 67 

Y. THE INCA OF THE NINETEENTH CENTUBT 92 

TI. THE banian's HOUSE 114 

YII. THE NOTICE 133 

YIU. A YI8IT TO THE CONYENT 148 

IX. ON THE 8IERBA 164 

X. INSIDE THE TENT 187 

XI. THE SONS OF THE TOBTOISE 204 

Xn. A HUMAN SACRIFICE 226 

Xni. THE BALASS BUBY 245 

XIY. THE BUPTURE 264 

XY. A FIBST LOSS 285 

XYI. THE PARUMO DE SAN JUAN BAUTISTA . 298 

XYII. THE ABDUCTION 309 



THE 

SMUGGLER CHIEF 



CHAPTEE I. 

THE PROCESSION. 

America, a land not yet thoroughly ex- 
plored, and whose immense savannahs and 
gloomy virgin forests conceal so many 
mysterious secrets and unknown dramas, 
sees at this moment all eyes fixed upon 
her, for every one is eager to know the 
strange customs of the semi-civilized 
Indians and semi-savage Europeans who 
people the vast solitudes of that con- 
tinent; for in the age of transformation 
in which we live, they alone have re- 
mained stationary, contending inch by 
inch against the civilization which invades 
and drives them back on all sides, and 
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guarding with a religious obstinacy the 
faith, manners, and customs of their 
fathers — curious manners, full of interest, 
which require to be studied carefully and 
closely to be understood. 

It is to America, then, that we invite 
the reader to accompany us. But he need 
not feel alarmed at the length of the 
voyage, for he can make it while com- 
Ibrtably seated in his easy-chair by the 
fireside. * 

The story we propose to tell has its 
scene laid at Valparaiso—a Chilian city as 
regards the soil on which it is built, but 
English and French, European or Anie- 
rican, through the strange composite of 
its population, which is formed of people 
from all countries, who have introduced 
every possible language and brought with 
them every variety of trade. 

Valparaiso ! the name echoes in the ear 
like the soft sweet notes of a love strain ! 

Valparaiso ! the city of Paradise — ^the 
vast depot of the whole world. A coquet- 
tish, smiling, and frolicsome city, sloth- 
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fully reclining, like a thonghtless Indian 
maid, at the base of tbxee mountains and 
at the end of a glorious bay, dipping the 
tips of her roseate feet in the azure waters 
of the Pacific, and hiding her broad bril- 
liant forehead in the tempest-swollen 
clouds which float along from the crests 
of the Cordilleras to make her a splendid 
diadem. 

This city, the advanced sentinel of 
Transatlantic civilization, is the first 
land which the traveller discovers after 
doubling Cape Horn, of melancholy and 
ill-omened memory. 

When at sunrise of a fine spring morn- 
ing a vessel sails round the lighthouse 
point situated at the extremity of the 
Playa-Aucha, this charming oasis is per- 
ceived, half- veiled by a transparent mist, 
only allowing the white houses and lofty 
edifices to be distinguished in a vague 
and fantastic way that conduces to re- 
verie. 

The atmosphere, impregnated with the 
sharp scents from the beach and the sweet 
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emanations of the trees and flowers, de- 
liciously expands the chest, and in a 
second causes the mariner, who comes 
back to life and hope, to forget the three 
months of sufiering and incessant danger 
whose long hours have passed for him 
minute by minute ere he reached this 
long-desired haven. 

On August 25th, 1833, two men were 
seated in a posada situated in the Calle 
San Agostino, and kept by a Frenchman 
of the name of Crevel, long established in 
the country, at a table on which stood 
two glasses and a nearly empty bottle of 
aguardiente of Pisco, and were eagerly 
conversing in a low voice about a matter 
which seemed to interest them in the 
highest degree. 

One of these men, about twenty-five 
years of age, wore a characteristic cos- 
tume of the guasos, a name by which the 
inhabitants of the interior are designated ; 
a wide poncho of llama wool, striped with 
diflferent brilliant colours, covered his 
shoulders and surrounded his bare neck 
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with an elegant and strangely-designed 
Indian embroidery. Long boots of dyed 
wool were fastened above his knees by 
silk cords, and armed at the heels with 
enormous silver spurs, whose wheels, 
large as saucers, compelled him to walk 
on tiptoe whenever he felt an inclination 
to leave his saddle for a moment — which, 
however, very rarely happened, for the 
life of a guaso consists in perpetual horse- 
exercise. 

He wore under his poncho a belt con- 
taining a pair of pistols, whose heavy 
butts could be distinguished under the 
folds each time that a hurried movement 
on the part of the young man evidenced 
the fire which he introduced into the con- 
versation. 

Between his legs rested a rifle richly 
damascened with silver, and the carved 
boss of a knife-handle peeped out of the 
top of his right boot. 

Lastly, to complete this accoutre- 
ment, a splendid Guayaquil straw hat| 
adorned with an eagle's plume, was 
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lying on a table near the one which he 
occupied. 

In spite of the young man's swarthy 
face, his long black hair falling in disorder 
on his shoulders, and the haughtiness of 
his features, it was easy to recognise by 
an examination of his features the type of 
the European under the exterior of the 
American ; his eyes full of vivacity which 
announced boldness and intelligence, his 
frank and limpid glance, and his sarcastic 
lips, surmounted by a fine and coquet- 
tishly turned up black moustache, revealed 
a Trench origin. 

In truth, this individual, who was no 
other than Leon Delbes, the most daring 
smuggler on the Chilian coast, was born 
at Bayonne, which city he left after the 
loss of an enormous fortune which he in-* 
herited from his father, and settled in 
South America, where in a short time he 
acquired an immense reputation for skill 
and courage, which extended from Tal- 
cahueno to Copiapo. 

His comrade, who appeared to be a man 
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of five-and-thirty years of age, formed the 
most perfect contrast with. him. 

He wore the same costume as Delbes, 
but there the resemblance ended. 

He was tall and well built^ and his 
thin, muscular limbs displayed a far from 
ordinary strength. He had a wide, re- 
ceding forehead, and his black eyes, clo^e 
to his long, bent nose, gave him a vague 
resemblance to a bird of prey. His pro- 
jecting cheek-bones, his large mouth, lined 
with white, sharp teeth, and his thin 
pinched-up lips, imparted to his face an 
indescribable expression of cruelty; a 
forest of greasy hair was imprisoned in a 
red and yellow silk handkerchief which 
covered his head, and whose points fell on 
his back. He had an olive complexion, 
peculiar to individuals of the Indian race 
to which he belonged. 

This man was well known to the inha- 
bitants of Valparaiso, who experienced 
for him a hatred thoroughly justified by 
the acts of ferocity of which he had been 
guilty under various circumstances ; and 
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as no one knew his real name, it Iiad 
grown into a custom to designate him by 
the name of the Vaquero, owing to his 
great skill in lassoing wild bulls on the 
Pampas. 

"The fiend twist the necks of those 
iiccursed English captains !" the French- 
man exclaimed, as he passionately smote 
the table ; " it is easy to see that they are 
heretics." 

"Yes," the other replied; "they are 
thieves — a whole cargo of raw silver, 
which we had such difficulty in passing, 
and which cost us the lives of two 
men." 

" It is my fault," Leon continued, with 
an oath. " I am an ass. We have made 
a long voyage for nothing, and I ought to 
have expected it, for with the English it 
is impossible to gain one's livelihood. I 
am sure that we should have done our 
business famously at Copiapo, and we were 
only eight leagues from there." 

" That's true," said the half-breed ; " and 
I c not think how the mad idea occurred 
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to US of coming, with tliirty loaded mules, 
from Chanoccillo to Valparaiso." 

" Well, what is done is done, my friend ; 
but we lose one thousand piastres." 

" Va ya pues. Captain, I promise you 
that I will make the first Englishman I 
catch on the sierra pay dearly for our 
misadventure. I would not give an ochavo 
for the life of the man who comes within 
range of my rifle." 

" Another glass," said Leon, as he seized 
the bottle and poured the last of the spirit 
into the glasses. 

"Here's your health," said the half- 
breed, and raising his glass, he emptied it 
at a draught, and then put it back on 
the table, heaving a deep sigh. 

" Now, Diego of my soul, let us be off, 
as nothing keeps us here any longer." 

" Cardie captain, I am ready. I am 
anxious to reach the mountains, for my 
health fails me in these poisoned holes 
which are called towns." 

" Where are our lads ?" 

" Near the Eio Claro, and so well hidden 
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that the fiend himself could not discover 
them." 

" Very good," Leon answered. " HiUoh, 
Crevel!" he shouted, raising his voice, 
*' come hither." 

At this summons the posadero, who 
was standing at the end of the room, 
and had not lost a syllable of the con- 
versation between the two smugglers 
while pretending to be busy with his 
household duties, advanced with a servile 
bow. 

He was a fellow of about forty years 
of age, sturdy built, and with a red face. 
His carbuncled nose did not speak at all 
in favour of his temperance, and his crafty 
and hypocritical manners and his foxy 
eyes rendered him a complete specimen of 
one of those men branded in the French 
colonies by the name of Baniaijs, utter 
scoundrels, who swarm in America, and 
who, in the shadow of an almost honest 
trade, carry on a dozen others which ex- 
pose them to the scaffold. True fishers 
in troubled waters, who take with both 
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hands, and are ready for anything if they 
are well paid. 

This worthy landlord was an old ac- 
quaintance of the smugglers, who had for 
a long time been able to appreciate him 
at his full value, and had employed him 
successfully in many ugly affairs ; hence 
he came up to them with that low and 
meaning smile which is always found 
stereotyped on the ignoble face of these 
low-class traffickers. 

" What do you desire, senores ?" he 
asked, as he respectfully doffed the cotton 
nightcap of equivocal whiteness which 
covered his greasy poll. 

" To pay you, master rogue," his coun- 
tryman replied, as he tapped him amicably 
on the shoulder ; " how much do I owe 
you?" 

" Fourteen reals, captain." 

" The deuce ! you sell your adulterated 
Pisco rather high." 

"Well," said the other, assuming a 
pious look and raising his eyes to heaven> 
" the excise dues are so heavy." 
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" That is true," said Leon ; " but you 
do not pay them." 

"Do you think so?" the landlord con- 
tinued. 

" Why, hang it ! it was I who sold you 
the Pisco we have just been drinking, 
and I remember that you would only pay 
me " 

" Unnecessary, unnecessary, captain," 
Crevel exclaimed, quickly ; " I will not 
bargain with a customer like you; give 
me ten reals and say no more about 
it." 

" Stay ; here are six, and that's more 
than it is worth,'' the young man said as 
he felt in a long purse which he drew 
from his belt, and took out several lumps 
of silver marked with a punch which gave 
them a monetary value. 

** The deuce take the fancy they have 
in this country of making such money," 
he continued, after paying the posadero ; 
" a man feels as if he had pebbles in his 
belt. Come, gossip, our horses.'' 

" What, are you off, senores ?" 
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" Do you suppose we are going to sleep 
here?" 

" It would not be the first time." 

" That is possible, but to-day you will 
have to do without us. I have already 
asked whether our horses are ready." 

" They are at the door, saddled and 
bridled." 

" You have given them something to 
eat, at least ?" 

" Two trusses of Alfalfa." 

" In that case, good-bye." 

And, after taking their rifles on their 
arms, the smugglers left the room. At 
the door of the inn, two richly-harnessed 
and valuable horses were waiting for them ; 
they lightly leaped into the saddle, and 
after giving the landlord a parting wave 
of the hand, went off at a trot in the 
direction of the Almendral.* 

While riding side by side, Leon and 
Diego continued to converse about the 

* A part of Valparaiso situated at the end of the 
bay, and so called from the great number of almond- 
trees that grew there. 



14 THE SMUGGLER CHI£F. 

ill-success of their last operation, so un- 
luckily interrupted by the sudden appear- 
ance of custom-house officers, who opposed 
the passage of a string of mules conveying 
a heavy load of raw silver, which it was 
intended to smuggle, on account of certain 
merchants of Santiago, on board English 
vessels. 

A fight began between the officers and 
the smugglers, and two of the latter fell, 
to the great annoyance of Leon Delbfes, 
who lost in them the two bravest men of 
his band. It was a vexatious check ; still, 
as it was certain that regretting would 
not find a remedy, Leon soon resolved to 
endure i£ manfully. 

" On my word," he said, aU at once, as 
he threw away the end of his cigarette, 
which was beginning to burn his fingers, 
" I am not sorry, after all, that I came 
to Valparaiso, for it is a pretty town, 
which deserves a visit every now and 
then." 

" Bah !" the half-breed growled, thrust- 
ing out his lips disdainfully. " I prefer 
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the mountains, where at any rate you 
have elbow-room." 

" The mountain has certainly its charm, 
but " 

"Look out, animal!" Diego inter- 
rupted, addressing a fat Grenovevan monk 
who was bird-gazing in the middle of the 
street. 

Before the monk had time to obey this 
sharp injunction, Diego's horse had hit 
him so violent a blow in the chest that he 
fell on his nose five or six paces farther 
on, amid the laughter of a group of sailors, 
who, however, we must do them the justice 
of saying, hastened to pick him up and 
place him again on his waddling legs. 

"What is the matter here?" Leon 
asked, as he looked around him. " The 
streets seem to me to be crowded; I 
never saw such animation before. Can 
it be a festival, do you think ?" 

"It is possible," Diego answered. 
" These people of towns are so indolent, 
that, in order to have an excuse to dis- 
pense them from working, they have 
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invented a saint for every day in the 
year. 

"It is true that the Spaniards are 
religious," Leon muttered, with a smile. 

" A beastly race," the half-breed added, 
between his teeth. 

We must observe ,to the reader that not 
only did Diego, like all the Indians, cordi- 
ally detest the Spaniards, the descendants 
of the old conquerors, but he, moreover, 
seemed to have vowed, in addition to this 
old hereditary rancour, a private hatred 
through motives he alone knew ; and this 
hatred he did not attempt to conceal, and 
its effect was displayed whenever he found 
the opportunity. 

The remark made by Leon was well 
founded — a compact crowd occupied the 
entire length of the street in which they 
were, and they only advanced with great 
difficulty ; but when they entered the 
Governor's square it was impossible for 
them to take another step, for a countless 
multitude of people on horseback and foot 
pressed upon all sides, and a line of troops 
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stationed at regular distances made super- 
human eflforts to keep back the people, and 
leave a space of a few yards free in the 
centre of the square. 

At all the windows, richly adorned 
with carpets and garlands of flowers, 
were grouped blooming female heads, 
anxiously gazing in the direction of the 
cathedral. 

Leon and Biego, annoyed at being un- 
able to advance, attempted to turn back,, 
but it was too late ; and they were forced 
2^^ to remain, whether they liked it or no, 

spectators of what was going to take place. 
They had not long to wait however; 
and few minutes had scarce passed after 
their arrival ere two cannon-shots were 
heard. At the same time the bells of all 
the churches sent their silvery peals into 
the air, the gates of the cathedral were 
noisily opened, and a religious chant be- 
gan, joined in by the whole crowd, who 
immediately fell on their knees, excepting 
the horsemen, who contented themselves 
with taking off their hats. 

VOL. I. 2 
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Ere long a procession marched along 
majestically in the sight of aU. 

There was something at once affecting 
and imposing in the magnificent appear- 
ance which the Governor's square offered 
at this moment. Beneath a dazzling sky- 
illumined by a burning sun, whose beams 
glistened and sparkled like a shower of 
diamonds, and through the crowd kneel- 
ing and praying devoutly, the army of 
Christ moved onwards, marching with a 
firm and measured step, and singing the 
exquisite' psalms of the Roman litany, 
accompanied by the thousand voices of 
the faithful. 

Then came the dais, the crosses and 
banners embroidered with gold, silver, and 
precious stones, and statues of male and 
female saints larger than life, some carved 
in marble and wood, others sculptured in 
massive gold or silver, and shining so 
brightly that it was impossible to keep 
the eyes fixed on them. 

Then came long files of Franciscan, 
Benedictine, RecoUet, Genovevan, and 
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other monks, with their arms folded on 
their chest, and the cowl pulled over their 
eyes, singing in a falsetto voice. 

Then marched at regular intervals de- 
tachments of troops, with their bands at 
their head, playing military marches. 

And after the monasteries came the 
convents, after the monks the nuns, with 
their white veils and contemplative 
demeanour. 

The procession had been marching past 
thus for nearly to hour, and the end could 
not be seen, when Leon's horse, startled 
by the movement of several persons who 
fell back and touched its head, reared, 
and in spite of the eflTorts made by its 
rider to restrain it, broke into formidable 
leaps ; and then, maddened by the shouts 
of the persons that surrounded it, rushed 
impetuously forward, driving back the 
human wall opposed to it, and dashing 
down everything in its passage. 

A frightfcd tumult broke out in the 
crowd. Everybody, overcome by terror, 
tried to fly ; and the cries of the females, 

2— a 



20 THE SMUGGLER CHIEF. 

closely pressed in by all these people, who 
had only one thought — that of avoiding the 
mad course of the horse — could be heard 
all around. Suddenly the horse reached 
the middle of the procession, at the mo« 
ment when the nuns of the Purissima Con- 
ception were defiling past ; and the ladies, 
forgetting all decorum, fled in every 
direction, while busily crossing them- 
selves. 

One alone, doubtless, more timid than 
her companions, or perhaps more terri- 
fied, had remained motionless, looking 
around her, and no^ knowing what resolu- 
tion to form. 

The horse advanced upon her with 
furious leaps. 

The nun felt herself lost ; her legs gave 
way, and she fell on her knees, bending 
her head as if to receive the mortal 
stroke. 

Leon, despairing of being able to change 
his horse's direction, or stop it soon enough 
not to trample the maiden under foot, had 
a sudden inspiration : driving in both 
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spurs, he lifted the animal with such dex- 
terity that it bounded from the ground, 
and passed like lightning over the nun 
without even grazing her. 

An universal shout escaped from every 
throat on seeing the horse, after this ex- 
ploit, touch the ground, stop suddenly, 
and tremble in all its limbs. 

The crisis was spent, and there was 
nothing more to fear. Leon left the horse 
in the hands of Diego, who had joined him 
with great difficulty, and leaping out of 
his saddle, ran to raise the fainting 
maiden. 

Before any one had time to approach 
her, he took her in his arms, and lifted 
the veil which concealed her face. 

The poor girl had been imable to resist 
the terrible emotion she had undergone ; 
her eyes were closed, and a deadly pallor 
covered her features. 

She was a delicious creature, scarce 
fifteen years of age, and her face was 
ravishing in its elegance and delicacy, 
through its exquisite purity of outline. 
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. Her complexion, of a dazzling white- 
ness, had that gilded reflection which the 
sun of America produces ; long hlack and 
silky lashes fringed her downcast eyelids, 
and admirably designed eyebrows relieved 
by their dark hue the ivory features of her 
virgin forehead. 

Her lips, which were parted, displayed 
a double row of small white teeth. De- 
prived of consciousness as she was, it 
seemed as if life had entirely withdrawn 
from this body. 

Leon stood motionless with admiration. 
On feeling the maiden s waist yield upon 
his arm, an unknown emotion made his 
heart tremble, and heavy drops of perspi- 
ration beaded on his temples. 

" What can be the matter with me ?'' 
he asked himself, with amazement. 

The nun opened her eyes again; a 
sudden flush suflFused her cheek, and 
quickly liberating herself from the young 
man's arms with a gesture full of modesty, 
she gave him a glance of undefinable 
meaning. 
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" Thanks, Signer Caballero/' she said, 
in a soft and tremulous voice ; " I should 
have been dead without you." 

Leon felt troubled by the melodious 
accents of this voice, and could not find 
any answer. 

The maiden smiled sadly, and raising 
her hand to her bosom, she quickly pulled 
out a small bag, which she wore on a 
ribbon, and offering it to the young man, 
said — 

" Farewell ! farewell for ever !" 

" Oh no !" Leon answered, looking 
around him, as if defying the other nuns, 
who, now that the danger was past, hur- 
ried up to resume their place in the pro- 
cession ; " not farewell, for we shall meet 
again." 

And, kissing the maiden's hand, he 
took the scapulary. 

The procession had already set out 
again, and the hymns were resounding 
once more in the air, as Leon perceived 
that the nun had returned to her 
place among her companions, and was 
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going away singing the praises of the 
Lord. 

A hand was heavily laid on the smug- 
gler's shoulder, and he raised his head. 

"Well," the half-breed asked him, 
" what are you doing here ?" 

" Oh !" Leon answered ; " I love that 
woman, brother — I love her !" 

" Come," Diego said ; ** the procession 
has passed, and we can move now. To 
horse, and let us be off!" 

A few minutes later the two men were 
galloping along the road to Eio Claro. 
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CHAPTEE II. 



THE COUNTRY HOUSE. 



Between Valparaiso and Eio Claro, half- 
way to Santiago, stood a delicious country 
liouse, belonging to Don Juan de Dios- 
Souza y Soto-Mayor, a descendant of one 
of the noblest and richest families in 
Chili : several of its members have played 
an important part in the Spanish 
monarchy. 

The Soto-Mayors are counted among 
the number of the bravest and proudest 
comrades of Fernando Cortez, Pizarro, 
and all those heroic adventurers who, 
confiding in their sword, conquered for 
Spain those vast and rich countries, the 
possession of which allowed Philip II. to 
say at a later date, with truth, that the 
sun never set on his states. 
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The Soto-Mayors have spread over the 
whole of South America ; in Peru, Chili, 
and Mexico, branches of this powerful 
family are found, who, after the conquest, 
settled in these countries, which they have 
not quitted since. This has not prevented 
theni, however, from keeping up relations 
which have ever enabled them to assist 
each other, and retain under all circum- 
stances their power and their wealth. 

A Soto-Mayor was for ten years Vice- 
roy of Peru, and in our time we have seen 
a member of this family prime minister 
and chief of the cabinet at the court of 
Spain. 

When the American colonies raised the 
standard of revolt against the Peninsula, 
Don Juan de Dios, although already aged 
and father of a family, was one of the 
first who responded to the appeal of their 
new country, and ranged themselves under 
its banner at the head of aU the forces 
and all the servants they could collect. 

He had fought the War of Indepen- 
dence as a brave soldier, and had endured 
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courageously, and, before all, philosophi- 
cally, the numerous privations which he 
had been compelled to accept. 

Appointed a general when Spain, at 
length constrained to recognise the na- 
tionality of her old colonies, gave up the 
struggle, he retired to one of his estates, a 
few leagues from Valparaiso, and there he 
lived in the midst of his family, who loved 
and respected him, like a country gentle- 
man, resting from his fatigues and await- 
ing his last hours with the calmness of 
mind of a man convinced that he has done 
his duty, and for whom death is a reward 
rather than a punishment. 

Laying aside all political anxieties, de- 
void of ambition, and possessing an im- 
mense fortune, he had devoted himself to 
the education of his three children, In^s, 
Maria, and Juanito. In^s and Maria 
were two maidens whose beauty promised 
to equal that of their mother, Dona Isabel 
de Costafaentes. Maria, the younger, 
according to the custom prevalent in Chi- 
lian families, was forced into a convent in 
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order to augment the dowry of her sister 
Ines, who was nearly sixteen, and only 
awaited Maria's taking the veil to solem- 
nize her own marriage. 

jJuanito, the eldest of the three, was 
five-and-twenty ; he was a handsome and 
worthy young man, who, following his 
father s example, entered the army, and 
was serving with the rank of major. 

It was eight in the evening, and the 
whole family, assembled in the garden, 
weYe quietly conversing, while enjoying 
the fre^h air after a stifling day. 

The weather seemed inclined to be 
stormy; heavy black clouds coursed 
athwart the skj^ and the hollow moan- 
ing of the wind could be heard amid the 
distant mountains ; the moon, half- veiled, 
only spread a vague and uncertain light, 
and at times a splendid flash tore the 
horizon, illumining the space with a fan- 
tastic reflection. 

" Holy Virgin !" In^s said, addressing 
the general, " only see, father, how quickly 
the flashes succeed each other.'' 
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"My dear child/' the old gentleman 
answered affectionately, "if I may he- 
lieve certain wounds, which are a haro- 
meter for me, we shall have a terrible 
storm to-night, for they cause me intense 
suffering." 

And the general passed his hand afong 
his leg, while the conversation was con- 
tinued by the rest. 

Don Juan de Soto-Mayor was at this 
period sixty-two years of age ; he was a 
man of tall stature, rather thin, whose 
irreproachable demeanour evidenced dig- 
nity and nobility; his grey hair, abun- 
dant on the temples, formed a crown 
round the top of his head, which was 
bald. 

" Oh ! I do not like storms," the young 
lady continued. 

" You must say an orison for travellers, 
Ines." 

" Am I to be counted among the num- 
ber of travellers, senorita ?" interrupted a 
dashing cavalier, dressed in a splendid 
military uniform, and who, carelessly lean- 
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ing against an orange-tree, was gazing at 
Infes with eyes foil of love. 

" You, Don Pedro ; why so ?" the latter 
said eagerly, as she gave a pont of ador- 
able meaning. " You are not travel- 
ling." 

"JThat is true,.senorita ; at least, not at 
this moment, but " 

" What, Colonel !" Don Juan said, " are 
you returning to Santiago?" 

" Shortly, sir. Ah ! you served at a 
good lime, general; you fought, at any 
rate, while we parade soldiers are fit for 
nothing now." 

"Do not complain, my friend; you 
have your good moments too, and the 
war which you wage is at times more cruel 
than ours." 

" Oh !" In^s exclaimed, with a tremor 
in her voice, " do not feel annoyed, Don 
Pedro, at your inaction ; I fear lest those 
wicked Indians may begin again ' at any 
moment." 

"Eeassure yourself, Nina, the Arau- 
canos are quiet, and we shall not hear 
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anything of them for a long time ; the. 
last lesson they received wiU [render them 
prudent, I hope/' 

"May Heaven grant it!" the young 
lady remarked, as she crossed herself and 
raised her eyes to heaven ; " but I doubt 
it." 

" Come, come," the general exclaimed, 
gaily, " hold your tongue, little girl, and 
instead of talking about such serious 
things, try to be more amiable to the 
poor colonel, whom you take a pleasure 
in tormenting." 

In^s pretended not to hear the words 
which her father had just said to her, and 
turned to her mother, who, seated by her 
side, was talking to her son in a low voice. 

"Mamita," she said, coaringly, "do 
you know that I am jealous of you ?" 

" Why so, Ines ?" the good lady asked. 

" Because, ever since dinner you have 
confiscated Juanito, and kept him so 
closely to you that it has been impos- 
sible for me to tease him once the whole 
evening." 
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"Have patience, my pet/* the young 
man said, as he rose and leaned over the 
back of her chair ; " you will make up for 
lost time ; besides, we were talking about 
you." 

" About me ! Oh, brother, make haste 
and tell me what you were sajring." 

And the girl clapped her little childish 
hands together, while her eyes were 
lighted up by curiosity. 

" Tes," said Don juanito, maliciously ; 
" we were talking about your approach- 
ing marriage with my friend, Colonel Don 
Pedro Sallazar." 

" Tie ! you naughty fellow," In^s said, 
with a mocking smile ; " you always try 
to cause me pain." 

"While saying these words, the coquette 
shot a killing glance in the direction of 
the colonel. 

" What ! cause you pain !" her brother 
answered: " is not the marriage arranged?" 

" I do not say no." 

" Must it not be concluded when our 
sister Maria has pronounced her yows ?" 
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"Poor Maria !'* Ines said, with a sigh, 
but quickly resumed her . usual good 
spirits. 

" That is true ; but they are not yet 
pronounced, as my dear Maria will be 
with us shortly." 

" They will be so within three months 
at the most." 

** Ah !" she exclaimed lightly, "before 
then the donkey and its driver will die, a& 
the proverb says." 

" My daughter," the general remarked,, 
gravely, "the colonel holds your word, 
and what you have just said is wrong." 

The girl blushed: two transparent 
tears sparkled on her long lashes; she 
rose quickly, and ran to embrace her 
father. 

" Forgive me, father ; I am a madcap.' 

Then she turned to the colonel, and 
offered him her hand. 

"And do you also forgive me, Don 
Pedro? for I did not think of what I 
was saying." 

" That is right," the general exclaimed ; 

VOL. I. 3 
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" peax^ is made, and I trust that nothing 
will disturb it in future/' 

" Thanks for the kind wish/' said the 
colonel, as he covered with kisses the 
hand which Ines abandoned to him. 

" Oh, oh !" Don Juan remarked, " here 
is the storm ; let us be oflp/' 

In fact, the lightning flashed uninter- 
ruptedly, and heavy drops of rain began 
beating on the foliage which the gusts 
continued to agitate. 

All began running toward the house, 
and were soon collected in the drawing- 
room. 

In Europe it is difficult to form an idea 
of the magnificence and wealth which 
American houses contain; for gold and 
silver, so precious and so rare with us, 
are profusely employed in Chili, Peru, 
and the entire southern region. 

The description of the room in which 
the Soto-Mayor family sought refuge will 
give a sketch of what is called comfort in 
these countries, with which it is impos- 
sible for us to contend, as concerns every- 
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thing that relates to splendour and veri- 
table luxury. 

It was a large octagonal room, contain- 
ing rosewood furniture inlaid with ebony ; 
the floor was covered with mats of Guaya- 
quil straw of a fabulous price ; the locks 
of the doors and window-fastenings were 
of massive silver ; mirrors of the height 
of the room reflected the light of the pink 
wax candles, arranged in gold candelabra 
enriched with precious stones; and on 
the white and gold damask covering the 
space below the looking-glasses hung 
masterpieces of art signed by the leaders 
of the Spanish and Italian schools. 

On the credence-tables and what-nots, 
so deliciously carved that they seemed 
made of lace- work, were arranged China 
ornaments of exquisite workmanship— ;- 
trifles created to excite for a moment the 
pleasure of the eye, and whose manufac- 
ture had been a prodigy of patience, per- 
fection, and invention. These thousand 
nothings, on which glistened oriental 
gems, mother-o'-pearl, ivory, enamel, 
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jasper, and all the products of the mineral 
kingdom, combined and mingled with fra- 
grant woods, feathers, &c., would of them- 
selves have absorbed an European fortune, 
owing to their inestimable value. 

The lustre of the crystal girandoles, 
casting multicoloured iSres, and the rarest 
flowers which grew down over enormous 
Japanese vases, gave a fairylike aspect to 
the apartment ; and yet, of all those who 
had come there to seek shelter from the 
bad weather, there was not one who did 
not consider it quite usual. 

The conversation interrupted in the 
garden had just been recommenced in- 
doors, when a ring of the visitor's bell 
was heard. 

"Who can arrive so late?" the general 
asked ; " I am not expecting anybody." 

The door opened, and a servant ap- 
peared. 

"Mi amo," he said, after bowing re- 
spectfully; "two travellers, surprised by 
the storm, ask leave to take shelter in the 
house." 
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At the same time a vivid flash ren- 
dered the candles pale, and a tremendous 
peal of thunder burst forth. The ladies 
uttered a cry of alarm, and crossed them- 
selves. 

"Santa Virgin!" Senora Soto-Mayor 
exclaimed, "do not receive them, for 
these strangers might bring us some mis- 
fortune." 

" Silence, madam," the old gentleman 
answered; "the house of a Spanish 
noble must ever be open to the unfor- 
tunate." 

And he left the room, followed by the 
domestic. The senora hung her head at 
her husband's reproach, but being en- 
thralled by superstition, she kept her eyes 
anxiously fixed on the door through which 
the strangers would enter. In a few 
minutes the general re-appeared, conduct- 
ing Delb^s and Diego el Vaquero. 

" This house is yours, gentlemen ; enter, 
in Heaven's name;" he said to them, 
affably. 

Leon bowed gracefully to the ladies. 
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then to the two officers, and thanked the 
general for his cordial reception, 

" So long as you deign to honour my 
poor house with your presence, gentle- 
men," the latter replied, courteously, " we 
are entirely at your service ; and if it 
please you to drink matfe with us, we shall 
feel flattered." 

" I accept your proposal, sir, with 
thanks." 

Diego contented himself with nodding 
his head in the affirmative; the general 
rang, and ordered the mate. A minute 
later, a hutler came in, carrying a massive 
gold salver, on which were arranged ex- 
quisitely carved matfe cups, each supplied 
with an amber tube. In the midst of the 
cups were a silver coflfee-pot full of water, 
and a sandal-wood box containing the 
leaves. On golden saucers were piled re- 
galias, and husk and paper cigarettes. 

The butler placed the salver on a table 
to which the company sat down, and he 
then retired. After this, Senora Soto- 
Mayor prepared the decoction, poured 



THE COUNTRY HOUSE. 39 

the burning liquid into the cups, and 
placed them before the guests. Each 
took the one within reach, and was soon 
drawing up the mat6, while observing 
deep silence and sitting in a contempla- 
tive attitude. The Chilians are very fond 
of this beverage, which they have bor- 
rowed from the Indians, and they display 
some degree of solemnity when they pro- 
ceed to drink it. 

When the first mouthfuls had been 
swallowed, the conversation began again. 
Leon took a husk cigarette from one of 
the saucers, unrolled it, rubbed the to- 
bacco for a moment in the palm of his 
hand, then remade it with the consum- 
mate skill of the inhabitants of the 
comitry, lit it at the flame of a small gold 
lamp prepared for the purpose, and, after 
taking two or three whiffs, politely offered 
the cigarette to Dona In^s, who accepted 
it with a gracious smile, and placed it 
between her rosy lips. 

Colonel Don Pedro had not seen the 
SVenchman s action without a certain 
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twinge of jealousy ; but at the moment 
when he was about to light the cigarette 
which he held in his hand, Ines oflfered 
him the one Leon liad given her, and 
which she had half smoked, saying — 

" Shall we change, Don Pedro ?" 

The colonel gladly accepted the ex- 
change proffered to hin), gave his cigarette 
to the young lady, and took hers, which 
he smoked with rapture. 

Diego, ever since his arrival at the 
house, had not once opened his lips ; his 
face had grown clouded, and he sat with 
his eyes fixed on the general, whom he 
observed askance with an undefinable 
expression of hatred and passion. 

Leon knew not to what he should at- 
tribute this silence, and felt alarmed at 
his comrade's strange behaviour, which 
might be noticed by the company, and pro- 
duce an unpleasant effect in their minds. 

Ines laughed and prattled merrily, and 
several times in listening to her voice 
Leon was struck by a vague resemblance 
to another voice he had heard, though he 
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was unable to call to mind under what 
circumstances he had done so. Then on 
scrutinizing Senora Soto-Mayor's features, 
he thought he could detect a resemblance 
with some one he knew, but he could not 
remember who it was. 

Believing himself the dupe of an illu- 
sion, he had to get rid of the notion of 
explaining to himself a resemblance 
which probably only existed in his imagi- 
nation; then, all at once, on hearing 
a remark that fell from In^s's lips, 
he turned to recognise an intonation 
familiar to his ears, which plunged his 
mind once more into the same per- 
plexity. 

"Madre," said Infes to her mother, 
" Don Pedro informs me that his sister 
Eosita wiU take the veil at the convent 
of the Purissima Conception on the same 
day as my beloved Maria." 

" They are, indeed, of the same age," 
the senora replied. 

Leon started, and could not repress an 
exclamation. 
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« What is the matter, Caballero ?*' the 
general asked. 

"Nothing, general; merely a spark 
jErom my cigarette that fell in my poncho," 
Leon replied, with visible embarrassment. 

"The storm is lulling," Diego said, 
at length emerging from his silence ; " and 
I believe that we can set out again." 

" Can you think of such a thing, my 
guests ? Certainly not ; the roads are too 
bad for me to let you depart. Besides, 
your room is prepared, and your horses 
are resting in the corral," 

Diego was about to refuse, but Leon 
did not allow him the time. 

"Since you wish it, general, we will 
pass the night beneath your roof." 

Diego was obliged to accept. Moreover, 
in spite of what he stated, the storm, 
instead of lulling, redoubled its intensity; 
but it could be seen that the Vaquero 
obeyed against his will the necessity in 
which he found himself of remaining, and 
that he experienced an invincible repug- 
nance in submitting to it. 
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The evening passed without any fur- 
ther incident, and about ten o'clock, after 
prayers had been read, at which all the 
servants were present, they separated. 

The general had the two smugglers 
conducted to their bed-room by a peon, 
after kindly wishing them good-night, 
and making them promise not to leave 
his house the next morning without 
wishing him good-bye. Leon and Diego 
thanked him for the last time, and so 
soon as they reached their apartment, 
dismissed the servant, for they were 
eager to cross-question each other. 
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CHAPTEE III. 

THE CONVENT OF THE PURISSIMA 
CONCEPTION. 

Whatever may be asserted to the con- 
trary, a religion frequently undergoes, 
unconsciously, the atmospheric influences 
of the country in which it is professed ; 
and while remaining the same fundamen- 
tally, the forms vary infinitely, and make 
it change its aspect according as it pene- 
trates into countries where climates are 
different. 

This may at the first glance appear a 
paradox ; and yet, if our readers will take 
the trouble to reflect, we doubt not but 
that they will recognise the justice and 
truth of our assertion. 

In some countries, like G-ermany and 
England, where thick fogs brood over the 
earth at certain periods of the year, the 
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character of the inhabitants is tinged by 
the state of the gloomy nature that sur- 
rounds them. Their ideas assume a 
morose and mystical hue perfectly in 
harmony with what they see and feeh 
They are serious, sad, and severe, positive 
and material, because fog and cold remind 
them at every moment that they must 
think of themselves, take care, and wres- 
tle, so to speak, with the abrupt and 
implacable nature which allows them no 
respite. Hence come the egotism and 
personality, which destroy all the poetry 
of religion which is so marvellously de- 
veloped in southern nations. 

If we look further back, we shall find 
the difference even more marked. For 
this purpose it is only necessary to com- 
pare Greek mythology — Paganism, with 
its smiling images which deified vices and 
passions, with the gloomy and terrible 
worship of Odin in Scandinavia, or with 
that even more sanguinary paid to the 
god Teutates in the Gaul of olden times, 
and in the sombre forests of Germany. 
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Can we deny the influence of the 
northern ice over the disciples of Odin ? 
Is not the savage majesty of the immense 
forests which sheltered the priests of 
Teutates the principal cause of the 
mysteries which they celebrated? and 
lastly, is not the benignity of the Greek 
mythology explained by the beauty of the 
sky in which it sprang up, the mildness 
of the climate, the freshness of the sha- 
dows, and the ever renewing charm of its 
magnificent landscapes ? 

The Catholic religion, which substi- 
tuted itself for all the rest, has been, and 
still is, subjected to the action of the tempe- 
rature of those countries into which it has 
penetrated, and which it has fecundated. 

In ChUi it is, so to speak, entirely 
external. Its worship is composed of 
numerous festivals pompously celebrated 
in churches glittering with light, gold, 
silver, and precious stones, of intermi- 
nable processions performed under a rain 
of flowers, and clouds of incense which 
burn uninterruptedly. 
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In this coiintry, beloved of the sun, 
reKgion is fall of love ; the ardent hearts 
that populate it do not trouble themselves 
at all about theological discussions. They 
love God, the Virgin, and the saints with 
the adoration, self-denial and impulse 
which they display in all their actions. 

Catholicism is changed with them, 
though they do not at all suspect it, into 
a sort of Paganism, which does not ac- 
count for its existence, although that 
existence cannot be contested. 

Thus they tacitly accord the same 
power to any saint as to deity ; and when 
the majority of them address their prayer 
to the Virgin, they do not pray to Mary 
the Mother of our Saviour, but to Nuestra 
Senora de los Dolores, Nuestra Senora del 
Carmen, Nuestra Senora de Guadeloupe, 
Nuestra Senora de la Soledad, Nuestra 
Senora del Pilar, Nuestra Senora de Gua- 
matanga, and ten thousand other Our 
ladies. 

A Chilian woman will not hesitate to 
say, with perfect conviction, that she is 
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devoted to Nuestra Senora de la Sierra, 
because she is far more powerful thau 
Nuestra Senora del Carmen, and so on 
with the rest. 

We remember hearing one day in the 
church of Nuestra Senora de la Merced, 
at Pilar, a worthy hacendero praying to 
God the Father to intercede for him with 
Nuestra Senora del Pilar, so as to obtain 
for him a good harvest ! 

Novenas are kept and masses ordered 
for the slightest pretext. If a Chilian 
lady be deserted by her lover, quick a 
mass to bring him back to her side ; if a 
man wish to avenge himself on one of his 
fellow-men, quick a mass that his revenge 
may be carried out ! 

There is also another way of insuring 
the protection of any saint, and that is by 
making a vow. A young man who wishes 
his beloved lady to give him a meeting, 
never fails to pledge himself by a vow 
addressed to San Francisco or San An- 
tonio to perform some pious deed, if 
the saint will consent to advise the lady 
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in his favour. And these practices must 
not be taken for juggling ; the people who 
accomplish them do so in perfect good 
faith. 

Such is the way in which the Catholic 
religion is understood in South America. 

In all the ex-Spanish colonies members 
of the clergy swarm, and we are not afraid 
of being taxed with exaggeration when 
we assert that in Chili they form at least 
one-fourth of the population. Now, the 
clergy are composed of an infinite number 
of monks and nuns of every possible 
form, species, and colour. Franciscans, 
. Benedictines, Genovevans, Barefooted 
Carmelites, Brothers of Mercy, Augus- 
tines, and many others whose names have 
escaped us. As wiU be easily understood, 
these religious communities, owing to 
their considerable number, are not paid 
by the government, whose resources 
would not nearly suffice for their support. 
Hence they are compelled to create a 
thousand trades, each more ingenious 
than the other, in order to be able to exist. 

VOL. I. 4 
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In these countries — and there will be 
no difficulty in understanding this — ^the 
clergy are excessively tolerant, for the 
very simple reason that they have need of 
everybody, and if they committed the 
mistake of alienating the inhabitants 
they would die of hunger in a fortnight. 
It is worth while seeing in Chili the ex- 
tension given to the trade in indulgences^ 
Agnus Deis, scapularies, blessed crosses^ 
and miraculous images ; everything has its 
price, everything is sold. So much for a 
prayer — so much for a confession — so 
much for a mass. 

A Chilian sets out on a journey, and in 
order that no accident may happen to 
him on the road, he has a mass said. If, 
in spite of this precaution, he is plundered 
on the high road by the Salteadors, he 
does not fail on his return to go to the 
monk of whom he ordered the mass, and 
bitterly complain of his want of efficacy. 
The monk is accustomed to such recrimi- 
nations, and knows what to answer, 

" That does not surprise me, my son/' 
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the Franciscan, or the Benedictine, or 
whoever he may be, as the answer is 
always the same, replies ; " what the deuce 
did you expect to have for a peso ? Ah, 
if you had been willing to pay a half- 
ounce, we should have had the beadle, 
the cross, the banner, two choristers, and 
eight candles, and then most assuredly 
nothing would have happened to you; 
but how could you expect the Virgin to 
put herself out of the way for a peso ?" 

The. Chilian withdraws, convinced that 
he is in the wrong, and promising not to 
be niggardly on the next opportunity. 

With the exception of the minor trades 
to which we have alluded, the monks are 
jolly fellows, smoking, drinking, swearing, 
and making love as weU as a man of the 
world. It is not uncommon to see in a 
wine-shop a fat monk with a red face and 
a cigarette in his mouth, merrily playing 
the vihuela as dance accompaniment to 
a loving couple whom he will confess the 
next morning. Most of the monks carry 
their knife in their sleeve, and in a quarrel, 
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which is a fSrequent thing in Chili, use it 
as well, and with as little remorse as the 
first comer. 

With them religion is a trade by which 
they make the largest profit possible, and 
it does not at all compel them to live 
without the pale of the common existence. 

Let us add, too, in concluding this 
rather lengthy sketch, but which it was 
necessary to give the reader, in order that 
by knowing Chilian manners, he might be 
able to account for the strangest of the 
incidents which we are about to record, 
that, in spite of the reproaches which the 
light conduct of the monks at times 
deserves — ^regard being had to the sanc- 
tity of the gown they wear — ^they are 
not the less an object of respect to all, 
who, taking compassion on human weak- 
nesses, excuse the man in the priest, and 
repay tolerance for tolerance. 

The convent of the Purissima Con- 
ception stands at the extremity of the 
Almendral. It is a vast edifice, entirely 
built of carved stone, nearly two hundred 
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y eaxs old, and was founded by the Spaniards 
a short time after their arrival in Chili. 
The whole building is imposing and ma- 
jestic, like all the Spanish convents ; it is 
almost a small town, for it contains every- 
thing which may be useful and agreeable 
for life— a church, an hospital, a wash- 
house, a large kitchen garden, a shady 
and well-laid out park, reserved for the 
promenades of the nuns, and large cloisters 
lined with frescoes, representing scenes 
from the life of the Virgin, to whom the 
convent is consecrated. These cloisters, 
bordered by circular galleries, out of which 
open the nuns' cells, enclose a sandy court- 
yard, containing a piece of water and a 
fountain, whose jet refreshes the air in the 
midday heat. 

The cells are charming retreats, in 
which nothing that promotes comfort is 
wanting — a bed, two chairs covered with 
Cordovan leather, a prie-Dieu, a small 
toilet table, in the drawer of which you 
may be certain of finding a looking-glass, 
and a few sacred pictures, occupy the 
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principal space destined for necessary 
articles. In one corner of the room is 
visible, between a guitar and a scourge, a 
statue of the Virgin, with a wreath of 
roses on her head and a constantly-burning 
lamp before her. Such is the furniture 
which will be found, with but few excep- 
tions, in the cells of the nuns. 

The convent of the Conception contains 
about one hundred and fifty nuns of the 
order of Mount Carmel, and some sixty 
novices. In this country of toleration, 
strict nunneries are rare; the sisters are 
allowed to go into town and pay or receive 
visits ; the rule is extremely gentle, and 
with the exception of the offices which 
they are expected to attend with great 
punctuality, the nuns, when they have 
once entered their cells, are almost free 
to do what they think proper, no one ap- 
parently paying any attention to them. 

After the incident which we recorded 
in our first chapter, the procession, mo- 
mentarily interrupted by the furious attack 
of Leon's horses, was reorganized as well 
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as it could be ; all the persons comprising 
it returned to their places so soon as the 
first alarm was over, and two hours after 
the gates of the Purissima/ Conception 
closed again upon the long file of nuns 
engulfed in its walls. 

So soon as the crosses, banners, and 
statues of saints had been deposited with 
all proper ceremony in their usual places, 
after a short prayer repeated in community, 
the ranks were broken, and the nuns began 
chattering about the strange event which 
had suddenly interrupted them as they 
left the cathedral. Several of them were 
not tired of praising the bold rider who 
had so cleverly guided his runaway horse, 
and saved a great misfortune by the skill 
which he had displayed under the circum- 
stances. 

From the midst of a group of about a 
dozen sisters conversing together, there 
came forth two maidens, dressed in the 
white garb of novices, who, taking each 
other s arm, walked gently toward the 
most deserted part of the garden. They 
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must have eagerly desired not to be dis- 
turbed in their private conversation, for, 
selecting the most shaded walk, they took 
great care to hide themselves from their 
companions' observation behind the shrabs 
that formed the borders. 

They soon reached a marble seat hidden 
behind a clump of trees, in front of a 
basin filled with transparent water, whose 
completely motionless surface was as 
smooth as that of a mirror. No better 
place could have been selected for a con- 
fidential conversation ; so they sat down, 
and raised the veil that covered their face. 

They were two charming girls, who 
did not count thirty years between them, 
and whose delicate profile was gracefully 
designed under their pure and exquisitely 
white wimple. The first was Dona Maria 
de Souza y Soto- Mayor; the other was 
Dona Bosita Sallazar, sister of the dash- 
ing Don Pedro, of whom we have already 
got a glimpse as afiBanced husband of 
Ines. 

Dona Maria's face displayed visible 
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traces of emotion. Was it the result of 
the terror she had felt on seeing herself 
almost trampled on by the smuggler s 
horse, or did a cause, of which we are 
ignorant, produce the effect which we 
have just indicated ? 

The conversatiou of the young ladies 
will tell us. 

" Well, sister," Eosita asked, " have 
you recovered from the terror which this 
morning's event caused you ?" 

Dona Maria, who seemed absorbed in 
secret thoughts, started, and hurriedly 
answered — 

" Oh ! I am well now ; quite well, thank 

you." 

" In what a way you say that, Maria ! 
What is the matter? you are quite pale." 

A short silence followed this appeal. 
The young ladies took each other's hand, 
and waited to see which would be the first 
to speak. 

Maria and Eosita, who were nearly of 
the same age, loved each other like sisters. 
Both novices, and destined to take the 
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veil at the same date, the identity of their 
position had produced between them an 
affectionate sympathy which never failed 
them. They placed in a common stock, 
with the simple confidence of youth, their 
hopes and sorrows, their plans and their 
dreams— brilliant winged dreams, which 
the convent walls would pitilessly break. 
They had no secret from each other, and 
hence Bosita was grieved by the accent 
with which Maria had answered her when 
she asked her how she was. The latter 
evidently concealed something from her 
for the first time since she had entered the 
convent. 

" Maria," she said to her, gently, '* for- 
give me if I acted indiscreetly in asking 
after your dear health ; but I feared, on 
noticing the pallor of your face " 

" Dear Eosita, how kind you are !" 
Maria interrupted, embracing her com- 
panion tenderly ; " and how wrong I am ! 
Yes, I am suffering, really ; but I know 
not from what, and it only began just 
now." 
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' Oh ! accursed be the wicked man, 
cause of so much terror !" Bosita con- 
tinued, alluding to Leon the smuggler. 

" Oh, silence, Bosita ! Speak not so of 
that cavalier, for he has on his face such 
a noble expression of courage and good- 
ness that " 

" So you looked at him, sister ?" Bosita 
exclaimed. 

" Yes, when I regained my senses and 
opened my eyes, his were fixed on me." 

" What ! he dared to raise your veil ? 
But it is a great sin to let a man see your 
face, and you must confess it to dear 
Mother Superior; the convent rule de- 
mands it." 

" I know it, and will conform." 

" After all," Bosita continued, with 
volubility, " as you had fainted, you could 
not prevent him raising your veil ; hence 
it is not your fault, but that young 
man's." 

" He saved my life !" Maria murmured. 

" That is true, and you are bound to 
feel grateful to him instead of hating him.* * 



60 THE SMUGGLER CHIEF. 

" Do you think that I can remember 
him without sinning ?" 

"Certainly: is it not natural to re- 
member those who have done us a great 
service?" 

" Yes, yes ; you are right," Maria ex- 
claimed, joyfully. "Thanks, sister — 
thanks, sister : your words do me good, 
for I was afraid it would be wrong to 
think of him who saved me." 

" On the contrary, sister," Eosita said, 
with a little doctorial tone which rendered 
her ravishing, "you know that Mother 
Abbess daily repeats to us that ingratitude 
is one of the most odious vices." 

" Oh, in that case, I did right in giving 
him my scapulary as a pledge of remem- 
brance." 

" What ! did you give him that holy 
object?" 

" Oh, poor young man ! he seemed so 
affected, his glance was so full of sorrow 
and grief " 

While Maria was speaking, Eosita was 
examining her, and after the last words, 
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entertained no doubt as to the feelings 
which animated her friend. 

" Maria," she said to her, bending down 
to her ear and speaking so low that no 
other but the one for whom it was meant 
could hear it — " Maria, you love him, do 
you not ?" 

"Alas!" Maria exclaimed, all trem- 
bling — "do I know? Oh, silence, for 
mercy's sake!" she continued, impetuously. 
" I love him ! But who would have taught 
me to love? A poor creature, hurled 
within the walls of this Convent at the 
tenderest age, I have up to this day 
known nought but the slavery in which 
my entire life must be spent. Excepting 
you, my kind Bosita, is there a creature 
in the world that takes an interest in my 
fate, is happy at my smile or grieved at 
my tears ? Have I ever Iqiown since the 
day when reason began to enlighten my 
heart, the ineffable sweetness of maternal 
caresses — ^those caresses which are said 
to warm the heart, make the sky look 
blue, the water more limpid, and the 
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sun more brilliant? No; I have ever 
been alone. My mother, whom I could 
have loved so dearly — ^my sister, whom I 
sought without knowing her, and whose 
kisses my childish lips yearned for — ^both 
shun me and abandon me. I am in their 
way ; they are anxious to get rid of me ; 
and as all the world repulses me, I am 
given to God !'* 

A torrent of tears prevented the young 
lady from continuing. Rosita was terri- 
fied by this so true grief, and tried to 
restore her friend's calmness, while un- 
able to check the tears that stood in her 
own eyes. 

"Maria! why speak thus? it is an 
offence to God to complain so bitterly of 
the destiny which He has imposed on 
us." 

"It is bec%q.se I am suffering extra- 
ordinary torture! I know not what I 
feel, but I fancy that during the last hour 
the bandage which covered my eyes has 
suddenly fallen, and allowed them to catch 
a glimpse of an unknown light. Up to 
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this day I have lived as the birds of the 
air live, without care for the morrow and 
remembrance of yesterday; and in my 
ignorance of the things which are accom* 
plished outside these walls I could not 
regret them. I was told : Tou will be a 
nun ; and I accepted, thinking that it 
would be easy for me to find happiness 
wherever my life passed gently and 
calmly; but now it is no longer pos- 
sible." 

And the maiden's eyes flashed with 
such a brilliancy that Bosita dared not 
interrupt her, and listened, checking with 
difl&culty the beating of her own heart. 

" Listen, sister !" Maria continued, " I 
hear an undefinable music in my ears ; it 
is the intoxicating promises which the 
joys of the world wake in me, which I am 
forbidden to know, and which my soul has 
divined. Look! for I saw strange visions 
pass before my dazzled eyes. They are 
laughing pictures of an existence of 
pleasures and joys which flash and revolve 
around me in an infernal whirlwind. Take 
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"Well, beloved sister, we will go and 
learn." 

The two maidens rose, and soon found 
themselves in the presence of two or three 
sisters, who were looking for them. 

" Ah, there you are !" the latter ex- 
claimed ; " Holy Mother Superior is ask- 
ing after you, Maria ; and we have beeu 
seeking you for the last ten minutes." 

"Thanks, sisters," Maria answered; 
" I will obey the summons of our good 
mother." 

" Be calm," Bosita whispered to her, 
with some amoimt of anxiety. 

" Tear nothing ; I will manage to hide 
my feelings." And all returned in the 
direction of the convent. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

THE S3IUGGLERS. 

Three years prior to the events which we 
have just recorded, that is to say, about the 
month of May, 1830, Diego the Vaquero, 
who at that period was one of the bravest 
gauchos on the pampas of Buenos Ayres, 
was returning to his rancho one evening 
after a day's hunting, when suddenly, be- 
fore he could notice it, a magnificent pan- 
ther, probably pursuing him in the tall 
grass, leaped, with an enormous bound, on 
his horse's neck. The animal, startled by 
this attack, which it was far from expect- 
ing, neighed with pain, and reared so 
violently that it fell back on its master, 
who had not had time to leap on the 
ground, but was held down by the weight 
of his steed. 

5 — 2 
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It was, doubtless, all over with man and 
horse, when Diego, who, in his despera- 
tion, was commending his soul to all the 
saints in paradise, and reciting, in a 
choking voice, all the scraps of prayers 
which he could call to mind, saw a long 
knife pass between his face and the head 
of the foetid brute, whose breath he could 
feel on his forehead. 

The panther burst into a frightful howl, 
writhed, vomited a stream of black blood, 
and after a terrible convulsion, which set 
all the muscles of his body in action, fell 
dead by his side. 

At the same moment the horse was re- 
stored to its trembling feet, and a man 
helped the Vaquero to rise, while saying, 
good-humouredly — 

" Come, tell me, comrade, do you think 
of sleeping here, eh?" 

Diego rose, and, with an anxious glance 
around him, felt all his limbs to make sure 
that they were intact ; then, when he was 
quite certain that he was perfectly sound 
and free from any wound, he gave a sigh 
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o^ satisfaction, devoutly crossed himself, 
and said to his defender, who, with folded 
arms and. a smile on his lips, had followed 
all his movements with the utmost in- 
terest — 

" Thanks, man. Tell me your name, 
that I may retain it in my heart along 
with my father's." 

" Leon," the otlier answered. 

"Leon," the gaucho repeated, "it is 
well ; ray name is Diego ; you have saved 
my life ; at present we are brothers, and 
do with me as you will." 

"Thanks," said Leon, affectionately 
pressing the hard, rugged hand which the 
half-breed offered him. 

" Brother, where is your rancho ?*' 

" I have none," Leon answered, with a 
cloud of sorrow over his face. 

" You have none? What were you doing 
all alone, then, in the middle of the pan\pa 
at this hour of the night ?" 

The young man hesitated for a moment, 
and then, regaining his good spirits, re- 
plied — 
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" Well, if I must confess to you, com- 
rade, I was dying of hunger in the most 
philosophical way in the world : I have 
eaten nothing for two days/' 

"Carai," Diego exclaimed; "die of 
hunger ! Come with me, brother ; we will 
not part again ; I have some charqui in 
my rancho. I repeat to you, you have 
saved my life, and henceforth all must be 
in common between us. You look like a 
daring fellow, so remain with me." 

From this day Leon and Diego never 
parted again ; and the friendship of these 
two men grew with time so great that 
they could not live without one another ; 
but however great was the intimacy ex- 
isting between them, never had a word 
been exchanged concerning their past 
life; and this mutual secret, mutally 
respected, was the only one that existed 
between them. 

Diego certainly knew that Leon was a 
Frenchman, and had also noticed his great 
aptitude in bodily exercises, his skill as 
an excellent horseman, and, above all, the 
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depth of his ideas and far from ordinary 
conceptions. 

Recognising of what great use the 
young man's intellect had been to him in 
critical moments to get out of a difl&culty, 
Diego regarded him with a species of 
veneration, and endured his moral supe- 
riority without even perceiving it. 

With the sublime self-denial of virgin 
natures whom the narrow civilization of 
towns has not degraded, he had grown to 
regard Leon as a being placed on his path 
by Providence, in order that he might 
have some one to love ; and finding in 
Leon a perfect reciprocity of friendship, 
he felt ready to sacrifice to Leon the life 
which he owed him. 

Oh his side, Leon, captivated by the 
frank advances which the Vaquero had 
made him, had gradually come to feel 
for him a sincere affection, which was 
evidenced by a deep and unbounded de- 
votion. 

A short time after their meeting, Diego 
communicated to Leon the plan he had of 
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going to Chili, and proposed to him to 
accompany him. The idle life on the 
pampas could not suit Leon, who had 
dreamed of an active and brilliant exist- 
ence when he set foot on American soil. 
Gifted with an adventurous and enter- 
prising character, he had left his native 
land to tempt fortune, and hitherto chance 
had not favoured his hopes. As nothing, 
therefore, prevented him from trying 
whether Chili might not be more lucky, 
he accepted. 

One morning, therefore, the pair, 
mounted on Indian horses, crossed the 
pampas, and then, after resting for some 
days at San Luis de Mendoza, they en- 
tered the passes of the Cordilleras, which 
they got through with great dijQBiculties 
and dangers of every description, and at 
length reached their journey's end. 

On arriving at Chili, Leon, powerfully 
supported by Diego, organized the con- 
traband trade on a vast scale, and. a few 
months later fifty men obeyed his orders 
and those of Diego, whom he made his 
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lieutenant, rrom this moment Captain 
Leon Delb^s found the mode of life which 
suited his tastes. 

Now that we have explained the nature 
of the ties which bound the two principal 
characters of our story, we will resume 
our narrative at the moment when we left 
our smugglers in the room which Don 
Juan y Soto-Mayor ordered to be got 
ready for them. 

Scarce had the peon left the room ere 
Leon, after assuring himself that no one 
could hear his words, walked up to Diego, 
who was sitting gloomy and silent on a 
folding chair, and said — 

"What is the matter with you to- 
night? why did you remain so silent ? is 
it that General Soto-Mayor-^ " 

" There is nothing the matter with 
me," the half-breed sharply interrupted ; 
" but by the way," he added, looking Leon 
in the face, "you appear yourself to be 
suffering from extraordinary agitation." 

" You are right ; but if you wish to 
learn the cause, confidence for confidence. 
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and tell me what you have on your 
mind." 

''Leon, do not question me on this 
subject. You are not mistaken ; I allow I 
have been thoughtful and silent ever 
since I have crossed the threshold of this 
house ; but do not try to penetrate the 
motive. It is not the time yet to tell yoil^ 
the things which you must know some 
day. Thanks for the interest you take in 
my annoyances and my sorrows ; but once 
again I implore you, in the name of our 
friendship, do not press me." 

"Since such is the case, brother, I 
wiU refrain from any questions," Leon 
answered. 

" And now, if you please, tell me why 
I saw you turn pale and tremble when a 
word that fell from the lips of the Senora 
Inhs, and which I did not catch, struck 
your ear." 

" Brother, do you remember that this 
morning, after saving from a certain death 
the novice of the convent of the Puris- 
sima Conception, I told you that my 
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heart knew love for the first time in my 
life?" 

" But what is there in common between 
that girl and Senora In&s ?" 

"Do you remember also," Leon con- 
tinued, without answering the Vaquero's 
observation, "that I swore to see the 
maiden again, even if I were obliged to 
lay down my life in satisfying my 
desire ?" 

" But again I say " 

"Well, know then, brother, that I 
have learned her name, and it is Dona 
Maria y Soto-Mayor." 

" What are you saying ?" 

" And that she is the daughter of our 
host, Don Juan de Dios-Souza y Soto- 
Mayor." 

" And you love her?" Diego exclaimed. 

"Must I repeat it again?" Leon re- 
marked impetuously. 

" Malediction !" said the half-breed. 

" Yes, malediction, is it not ? for Maria 
is eternally lost to me ; she will take the 
veil shortly, and the hopes I entertained 
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of being able to drag her out of the walls 
of that convent are blighted/' 

" To marry her T* Diego remarked, 
mockingly. " Nonsense, Leon, my friend : 
you are mad. What, you, the smuggler, 
marry a senora, the daughter of a gen- 
tleman ! No, you cannot suppose such a 
thing." 

"Silence, Diego, silence! for the more 
that I feel the impossibility of possessing 
the girl, the more I feel that I love her." 

And the young man, crushed by sorrow, 
fell into a seat by Diego's side. 

" And do you believe," the latter con- 
tinued, after a moment's silence, " that 
there is no hope of delaying her in taking 
the veil?" 

" How do I know ? Besides, of what 
good is it, as you said just now — can I 
think of the daughter of General Soto- 
Mayor? No, all is lost!" 

"Remember the Spanish proverb — 
'Nothing is certain but death and the 
tax-gatherer.' " 

For a moment past, the half-breed's 



1 



THE SMUGGLERS. 77 

face had become animated with a singular 

expression, which would not have escaped 

Leon had not the latter been entirely 

absorbed in the thought of losing her 

whom he loved. 

• " What do you mean ?" he asked 

Diego. 

*' Listen patiently, for the question I 
am going to ask you is intended to fix an 
important determination in my mind." 

" I am listening," the young man said. 

" Do you really love Dona Maria?" 

At this question, which might seem, at 
the least, inopportune after what Leon had 
just stated, the latter frowned angrily ; 
but on noticing the half-breed's serious 
face, he understood that it was not for the 
purpose of making a jest of his despair 
that Diego had revived the fire which 
was burning in his bosom. 

" If I do not see her again, I shall die," 
the young man replied, simply. 

" You shall not die, brother, for within 
a fortnight she will be at your knees." 

Leon knew the half-breed, and that he 



78 TH£ SMUGQLER CHIEF. 

was a man who never promised in vain : 
hence he did not dare doubt, and merely 
rabed his eyes and questioned him with 
a look. 

"Within a fortnight she will be at 
your knees/* the half-breed slowly re- 
peated ; " but till then, not a word, not a 
sign of recollection, reproach, impatience, 
or amazement, but passive obedience." 

" Thanks, brother," Leon contented 
himself with answering, as he held out 
his hand to Diego, who pressed it in his. 

"And now let us sleep, so that to- 
morrow our foreheads may be less burning, 
and we may be able to set to work." 

Then, putting out the candles, the two 
men threw themselves on their beds, 
without exchanging another word, for 
each was anxious to reflect upon the 
course he should pursue. 

Neither slept : Leon thought of Maria 
and the means Diego might employ to 
fulfil the pledge he had made ; while Diego 
had in his head a ready-traced plan, whose 
success appeared to him certain, as it 
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was connected with a far more dangerous 
affair. 

At daybreak they rose, and kneeling 
down in the middle of the room, took 
each other by the hand, and devoutly 
said their prayers. Any one would have 
been astonished who had overheard what 
these two men asked of God — ^the Q-od 
of mercy and goodness! Their prayer 
ended, they went down into the garden ; 
the night storm had entirely passed away, 
the sun was rising in a flood of trans- 
parent vapour, and everything announced 
a magnificent day. 

Shortly after their arrival, they per- 
ceived the general, who came to meet 
them with a regular step and a joyous 
face. 

"Well, gentlemen,** he shouted to 
them, so soon as he saw them, " how did 
you pass the night ?" 

"Excellently, general," Leon replied; 
" and my friend and myself both thank 
you sincerely for your kind hospitality." 

" At your age a man can sleep any- 
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where/' the general continued, with a 
pleasant smile. " Oh, youth !" he added, 
with a sigh of regret, " happy time, which 
flies, alas! too quickly." Then becoming 
serious ; " As for the slight service which 
I have had the pleasure of rendering you, 
you will disoblige me by thanking me for 
so simple a thing." 

After a few more words from him, dic- 
tated by politeness, the three men walked 
round the garden several times, and, to 
Leon's great surprise, Diego did not 
allude to their departure ; but as the 
young man did not know the Vaquero's 
line of conduct as to the prospects which 
he nursed, he waited. 

Don Juan was the first to break the 
silence. • 

" Grentlemen," he said, stopping at the 
corner of a shady walk, " be good enough, 
I pray, not to take in ill part what I am 
about to say — ^you are smugglers, I 
believe?" 

**Yes, sir," replied Diego, amazed at 
the old gentleman's perspicuity. 
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"This discovery does not injure you 
at all in my opinion/' continued the 
general, who had noticed the look of 
surprise exchanged by the two friends. 
"I have frequently had dealings with 
gentlemen of your profession, and have 
had always cause to be pleased with them ; 
and I trust that the relations which may 
be established between us will prove 
advantageous to both parties." 

" Speak, sir." 

The Vaquero was all ears, and examined 
the general with a distrust which the latter 
did not notice, or feigned not to notice. 

" This is the matter, gentlemen. I am 
obliged, owing to certain family reasons, 
to undertake a journey to Valdivia, where 
my brother Don Louis resides ; now, your 
arrival at my house has made me think of 
making the journey under your escort, 
and I wish to propose to you, as I shall 
take Senora y Soto-Mayor and my whole- 
family with me, that you and your men 
should escort us, leaving it to you to fix 
the price as you think right." 

VOL. I. 6 
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" General," Leon answered, " you have 
guessed correctly in regarding ns as 
smugglers ; I have the honour of being 
the captain of a band of fifty men, who 
know how to put down the customs' 
dues when they are too high ; but you are 
mistaken in supposing that we can accom- 
pany you." 

" Why so ?" the Vaquera eagerly inter- 
rupted, on whose features a strange gleam 
of satisfaction had appeared. " It is true 
that it is not our habit to undertake busi- 
ness of that nature ; but the general has 
shown himself too hospitable to us to re- 
fuse him our assistance. Captain, remem- 
ber, too, that we have something to do 
within a few days in the neighbourhood 
of Valdivia, and hence we shall merely 
make our journey the sooner, which is a 
trifle." 

" That is true," muttered the captain, 
whom a glance of Diego's had told that 
he must accept. "I fancied that I 
must return to Valparaiso ; but what 
my friend has just said is perfectly 
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correct, so you can dispose of us as you 
please." 

"In that case, gentlemen," said the 
general, who had only seen in this oppo- 
sition on the part of the captain a mode 
of demanding a large stmi, "be good 
enough to step into my study, and while 
drinking a glass of Alicante, we will settle 
money matters." 

"We are at your orders." 

And aU three proceeded to the general's 
apartments. It was arranged that, instead 
of bargaining with an arriero, the captain 
was to supply a dozen mules to carry the 
baggage, and that they should start the 
following morning. When this arrange- 
ment was made, Leon and Diego asked 
the general's permission to go and join 
their men, and give orders for the depar- 
ture ; but he would not consent until they 
had breakfasted. 

They therefore waited, and soon found 
themselves again in the company of the 
members of the Soto-Mayor family, as 
well as of Bon Pedro SaUazar, who had 

6—3 
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decided on spending the night at the coun- 
try-house before setting out for Santiago. 
Leon was dying to turn the conversation 
to the Convent of the Purissima Concep- 
tion^ and could have most easily done so 
by telling the event of the previous day ; 
but he remembered the promise made to 
Diego, and fearing lest he might commit 
some folly injurious to his interests, he 
held his tongue ; still he learned, on 
hearing the talk, that the general's major- 
domo had started that morning for Val- 
paraiso entrusted with a message for the 
Senora Dona Maria. 

When breakfast was over, the two 
^ends took leave of their hosts, and, 
after finally arranging the hour for start- 
ing, they left the house, and found in the 
courtyard their horses ready saddled and 
held by a peon. At the moment of start- 
ing, Don Pedro de Sallazar waved his 
hand to them, and disappeared in the 
direction of Santiago, accompanied by 
the general's son. 

The two smugglers arrived before mid- 
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day at the 'spot where their men, some- 
what alarmed at their prolonged absence, 
were encamped. It was a narrow gorge 
between two lofty mountains, and at a 
sufficient distance from the beaten road 
for the band to be safe from any surprise, 
of which there was not much apprehension, 
by the way, as in this country smugglers 
enjoy almost complete immunity, and have 
only to fear the excessively rare cases of 
being caught in the act. 

The horses were browsing at liberty, 
and the men, seated on a hearth made of 
two lumps of stone, were finishing their 
breakfast of charqui and tortilas. They 
were mostly men in the prime of life, 
whose resolute air sufficiently evidenced 
the carelessness they felt for every species 
of danger. 

Belonging to all nations, they formed a 
whole which was not without originality, 
but each of them, whether he were Ger- 
man or Portuguese, SicDian or Dutch- 
man, as he found in the existence which 
he led the charm of an adventurous life 
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studded with perils, pleasures, and emo- 
tions, had completely forgotten the name 
of his country, only to remember the me- 
morable days on which, indulging in his 
dangerous profession, he had put the cus- 
tom-house officers to flight, and passed 
under their very noses bales of mer- 
chandize. 

Enemies of a yoke and servitude, under 
whatever form they might appear, they 
obeyed with rigorous exactness the dis- 
cipline which Leon Delbes had imposed 
on them — a discipline which, by the way, 
allowed them to do whatever they pleased 
when not actually engaged with their 
smuggling duties. Some were drunkards, 
others gamblers, and others libertines ; 
but all ransomed their faults, which they 
regarded almost as qualities, by a well- 
tried courage, and a perfect devotion to 
Leon and Diego. 

Their dress varied but slightly from 
that of their chief; all wore a poncho, 
which covered their weapons, and the 
boots of wood-rangers, which, while. pro- 
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tecting their legs from the stings of rep- 
tiles, left them perfect liberty of motion. 
Their hats alone might be regarded as the 
distinctive mark either of their nation- 
ality or the difference of their tastes. 
There were broad-brimmed, pointed, and 
round hats ; every shape came into strange 
contact t^iere, from the worn silk hat of 
Europe to that of the American Bolivar. 

They uttered a shout of joy on per- 
ceiving their chiefs, and, eagerly rising, 
ran to meet them. 

" Good day, gentlemen," Leon said, as 
he leaped from his horse. " I am rather 
behind my time, but you must blame the 
night- storm, which compelled us to halt 
on the road. Is there any news ?" 

" None, captain," they answered. 

"In that case, listen to me. Ten of 
you will stay here, and at four o'clock to- 
morrow morning proceed with twelve 
mules to the house of Don Juan y Soto- 
Mayor, and place yourselves at the orders 
of that gentleman, whom you will accom- 
pany to Valdivia." 
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Diego set about selecting the men 
whom he thought the best fitted for the 
expedition; and after he had done so, 
Leon addressed the others. 

" You will start for Valparaiso and 
await my orders there ; you will lodge at 
Crevel's, in the Calle San Agostino, and 
at Dominique the Italian's, at the Al- 
mendral. Above all/' he added, " be pru- 
dent, and do not attract attention : amuse 
yourselves like good fellows, but do not 
quarrel with the senores, or have any 
fights with the sailors. You understand 
me, I suppose ?" 

" Yes, captain," they all answered. 

" Very well. Now I will give each of 
you five ounces to cover your expenses, 
and do not forget that I may want you at 
any moment, and you must be ever ready 
to obey my summons." 

He gave them the money, and after 
repeating his recommendations, he re- 
tired, leaving it to Diego to give the men 
who were proceeding to Valparaiso ' the 
final instructions which they might need. 
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The smugglers removed all traces of their 
meal, and each of them hurried to saddle 
his horse. A few minutes later, forty 
men of the band set out under the 
guidance of the oldest among them. jvi 

Diego watched them start, and then 
returned to Leon, who was resting from 
his fatigue on a small turf mound, over- 
shadowed by a magnificent clump of trees. 
The Vaquero held in his hand the alforjas 
which he had taken oflF his horse : he ex- 
amined the place where Leon was seated, 
and finding it as he wished, he sat down 
by his side ; then taking out of the bag 
a clumsy carved earthen pipe, into which 
he fitted a long stem, he began to strike 
a light over a small horn box filled with 
burnt rags, which soon caught fire. When 
his pipe ,was lighted, he began smoking 
silently. 

Leon, on seeing these preparations, 
understood that something important was 
about to take place J)etween him and 
Diego, and waited. At the expiration of 
five minutes, the latter passed him his 
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pipe; Leon drew several puffs and then 
returned it to him. These preliminaries 
completed, Diego began to speak. 

*'Leon, three years have passed since 
Heaven brought us together on the pam- 
pas of Buenos Ay res; since that moment — 
and I shall never forget it, brother — every- 
thing has been in common between us — 
pleasure and pain, joy and sorrow." 

Leon bowed his head in the aflSrmative, 
and the half-breed continued : 

" Still, there is one point upon which our 
mouths have ever remained silent, and it 
is the one which refers to the life of each 
of us before that which we now lead 
together." 

Leon looked at liim in amazement. 

" It is not a want of confidence," Diego 
hastily added, " but the slight interest we 
felt in cross-questioning each other, which 
alone is the cause. Of what use is it to 
know the past life of a man, if from the 
day when you first saw him he has not 
ceased to be honest and loyal? besides, 
the hours are too short in the pampas 
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for men to dream of asking such ques- 
tions." 

"What are you coming to?" Leon at 
length asked. 

" Listen, brother, I will not question 
you about what I care little to know, but 
I wish to tell you something you must 
know. The moment has arrived to speak ; 
and though the story I have to tell you 
is gloomy and terrible, I am accomplish- 
ing a duty." 

" Speak, then," said Leon. 

The half-breed passed his hand over 
his forehead, and for a moment collected 
his recollections. Leon waited in silence. 
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CHAPTEE V. 

THE INCA OF THE NINETEENTH CENTURY. 

" Long ago, very long ago," Diego, the 
Vaquero, began, " all the lands bordering 
the bay of Valparaiso belonged to the 
Indians, whose vast hunting grounds ex- 
tended on one side from the lofty peaks 
of the Cordilleras down to the sea, and 
on the other covered the pampas of Buenos 
Ayres, of Paraguay — in a word, all the 
splendid countries from which they have 
eternally disappeared, and it is impossible 
to find a trace of the mocassins which 
trod them during centuries. 

•'The Indians were at that day free, 
happy, powerful, and more numerous than 
the grains of sand in the bed of the sea. 
But one day strange news spread among 
them : it was said that white men, who 
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had come no one knew whence, and 
mounted on immense winged horses, had 
suddenly appeared in Peru. 

" I need not remind you of all that oc- 
curred in consequence of this news, which 
was only too true, or describe to you 
the hideous massacres committed by the 
Spaniards, in order to reduce the un- 
happy Indians to slavery, for it is a story 
which everybody knows. But what you 
are possibly ignorant of is, that during 
one of the dark and stormy nights which 
followed this invasion, a doien men of 
majestic demeanour, with haughty though 
care-laden brows, were seen to land from 
a canoe half broken by the waves and 
jagged rocks. 

" They were Indians who had miracu- 
lously escaped from the sack of Quito, 
and had come to present themselves as 
srfppliants to the elders of the Araucano 
nation. Among them was a man whom 
they respectfdlly obeyed. He was the 
son of the sister of the valiant Atahualpa, 
King of Quito, and his name was Tahi- 
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Neither tears, prayers, nor entreaties 
succeeded in moving their ferocious - exe- 
cutioners, who with yells and shrill 
whistles excited their dogs to help them 
in this horrihle man-hunt. 

" When Tahi-Mari reached the Temple 
of the Sun, that magnificent edifice, 
which contained such riches, had become 
a prey of the'flames : a girdle of fire sur- 
rounded it on all sides, and from the 
interior could be heard the groans of the 
hapless virgins who were expiring in the 
tortures of a horrible death. Without 
calculating the imminency of the peril, 
the poor father, mad with grief and de- 
spair, rushed into the burning furnace 
which opened its yawning mouth before 
him. 

" ' My daughter ! my daughter !' he 
cried. In vain did the flames singe his 
clothing ; in vain did frightful burns de- 
vour his hands and face : he felt nothing, 
saw nothing ; from his panting chest con- 
stantly issued the piercing cry — 

" * My daughter ! my daughter !' 
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"Suddenly a half-naked virgin, with 
dishevelled hair, and her features fright- 
fully contracted, escaped from the flames : 
it was Mikaa. Tahi-Mari, forgetting all 
that he had suffered, weepingly opened 
his arms to the maiden, when a Spaniard, 
dressed in a hrilliant garb and holding a 
sword in his hand, rushed upon Mikaa, 
and ere her father had time to make a 
gesture, thrust his weapon into her 
chest !" 

, " Oh, it is frightful !" Leon, who had 
hitherto listened to his comrade's story in 
silence, could not refrain from exclaim- 
ing. 

Diego made no reply, but a sinister 
smile played round his livid lips. 

" The maiden fell bathed in her blood, 
and Tahi-Mari was about to avenge her, 
when the Spaniard dealt him such a fierce 
blow that he lost his consciousness. When 
he regained his senses the oflBlcer had dis- 
appeared." 

" It is infamous," Leon said again. 

" And that officer's name was Don Euiz 
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de Soto-Mayor," Diego said, in a hollow 
voice. 

"Oh!" Leon muttered. 

" Wait a moment, brother ; let us con- 
tinue, for I have not finished yet. 

" Though tracked like a wild beast, 
and incessantly hunted by the Spaniards, 
Tahi-Mari, accompanied by his three sons 
and some faithful friends, succeeded in 
getting away from Quito and reaching 
the country of the Araucanos. 

" After the Inca had recounted his mis- 
fortunes to the great Indian Chief, the 
latter welcomed the fugitives with hearty 
marks of affection ; and one of them, the 
venerable Kouni-hous-koui (he who is re- 
spected), a descendant of one of the oldest 
families of the Sagamores of the nation, 
exchanging his calumet with Tahi-Mari, 
declared to him, in the name of the Arau- 
canos, that the Council of Elders adopted 
him as one of their caciques. 

" From this day Tahi-Mari, owing to 
his courage and wisdom, acquired the 

VOL. I. 7 
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esteem of those who had given him a new 
country to love and defend. 

"Several years passed thus, and no 
sign led the Araucanos to suspect that 
the Spaniards would ever dare to attack 
them; they lived in a perfect state of 
security, when suddenly and without any 
justification for the aggression, a Spanish 
fleet consisting of more than thirty bri- 
gantines sailed into the bay of Valparaiso. 
They had no sooner disembarked than 
they built a city, which soon saw the flag 
of conquest floating from its walls. 

" Still the Araucanos, although driven 
back by their terrible enemies, were 
aroused by the voice of Tahi-Mari, and 
resolved to keep the Spaniards constantly 
on their defence, by carrying on against 
them a war of snares and ambushes, in 
which the enemy, owing to their igno- 
rance of the places where they fought, did 
not always get the best of it. 

" In the course of time, this perpetual 
war made them lose a great number of 
soldiers, and feeling desperate at seeing 
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several of their men fall daily under the 
blows of invisible enemies, who seemed 
to inhabit hollow trees/ the tops of 
mountams, or the entrails of the earth, 
they turned all their rage against Tahi- 
Mari, whose influence over all the men 
who surrounded him they were aware of, 
and resolved to get hold of him. 

"But it was no easy matter, for the 
Inca was on his guard against every 
attack, and was too well versed in the 
tactics of his enemy to let himself be 
caught by cunning or treachery. And 
yet this was destined to happen. There 
was among the Indian prisoners — alas ! it 
is disgraceful to say it, but it was so— a 
man who, given to habits of intoxication 
and brought to Peru by the Spaniards, 
did no4i recoil before the offer made him 
to betray his brothers, on condition that 
they should give him as much aguardiente 
as he could drink. 

'' The Spanish captain, fertile in expe- 
dients, who had proposed this cowardly 
bargain to the Indian, induced the latter 

7—2 
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to go to Tahi-Maxi, give himself out as 
an escaped prisoner, and, after inquiring 
into his plans, urge him to surprise the 
Spaniards, of whose numbers, position, 
and plan of campaign he was to give a 
false account. Once that Tahi-Mari was 
in the power of the Spaniards, fire-water 
would amply compensate the traitor. 

" All was carried out in the way the 
oflScer suggested; for could Tahi-Mari 
suspect that an Araucano would betray 
him? He received him on his arrival 
among his brothers with transports of joy, 
and then questioned him as to the enemy's 
strength and means of defence. This was 
what the Indian was waiting for : he an- 
swered the questions asked him by adroitly 
dissimulating the truth, and ended by as- 
serting that nothing was easier than to 
take the Spanish troops prisoners, and he 
oifered to guide the expedition in person. 

"The hope of a certain victory ani- 
mated the Araucanos, who joyfully greeted 
this proposition, and aU was soon arranged 
for the start. During the night following 
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the traitor's arrival, five hundred men 
picked from the bravest, and led by Tahi- 
Mari, descended the mountain under the 
guidance of the treacherous Indian, and 
marched silently upon a Spanish redoubt, 
in which they expected to find the prin- 
cipal chiefs of the enemy and surprise 
them. 

" But as they advanced they perceived 
a dark line which was almost blended 
with the darkness, but which could not 
escape the piercing glances of the Indians. 
This line formed an immense circle, which 
surrounded them and became more con- 
tracted every moment. It was the Spanish 
horse coming to meet them and preparing 
to attack them. 

" All at once Tahi-Mari uttered a yell 
of fury, and the head of the traitor who 
had drawn them into the snare rolled at 
his feet ; but ere the Araucanos had time 
to retire, a number of horsemen, holding 
in leash twenty of those ferocious dogs 
trained for man-hunting, rushed upon 
them. They were compelled to fight, and 
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a terricle iiLLssaere b«?gan, wiikh lasted all 
night. TaH-Mari performed prodigies 
of Talccr. In the height of the action 
his eves were iii:ectcd with blood and a 
Inrid pallor covered his face ; he had re- 
cognised among those who were fighting 
the Spanish officer who killed his daugh- 
ter Mikaa on the threshold of the Temple 
of the Sun in so dastardly a way. On 
his side the Spaniard rushed with incre- 
dible fury upon the Inca. 

" It was a sublime moment ! The two 
men attacked each other with equal fury, 
and the blood that flowed from their 
wounds stained their weapons. The axe 
which the Inca held was already whirling 
above the head of the Spaniard to deal 
him the final blow, when Tahi-Mari fell 
back, uttering a yell of pain: an enor-. 
mous hound coming to the officer's as- 
sistance, had ripped open the Inca's sto- 
niach. Taking advantage of Tahi-Mari's 
defenceless statd, Don Euiz de Soto-Maycr 
dispatched him by passing his sword 
right tlirough his body. 
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" The next day the Inca's body, fright- 
fully mutilated, was burnt on the public 
square of Valdivia, in the presence of a 
few Indians, who had only es(Japed the 
sword of their murderers to die at a later 
date in the punishment of a horrible cap- 
tivity." 

" Oh !" Leon exclaimed, who had felt 
his heart quiver ; " it is frightful !" 

" What shall I say, then ?" Diego asked 
in his turn ; " I who am the last of the 
descendants of Tahi-Mari !" 

At this unexpected revelation Leon 
started ; he looked at Diego, and under- 
stood that there was in this man's heart 
a hatred so deeply rooted, and, above all, 
so long repressed, that on the day when 
it broke out no power in the world would 
be strong enough to check the terrible 
effects of its explosion. He hung his head, 
for he knew not what to r^lj to this man 
who had to avenge such blood-stained 
recollections. Diego took his friend's 
hand, and remarking the emotion he had 
produced, added — 
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"I have told you, brother, what the 
ancestors of Don Juan de Souza y Soto- 
Mayor made mine suffer, and your heart 
has bounded with indignation,, because 
you are loyal and brave; but what you 
do not yet know is that the descendants 
of that family have faithfully followed the 
conduct of the murderers of Tahi-Mari. 
Oh ! there are strange fataUties in a man's 
life ! One day — and that day is close at 
hand — you shall know the details of the 
existence which I have led, and the suffer- 
ings which I have endured without a 
murmur ; but at the present day I will 
only speak of those of my race ; after- 
wards I will speak of myself." 

While uttering the last words, a flash 
of joy like that which a tiger feels when 
it holds a quivering prey under its claws 
passed into the half-breed's eyes. He 
continued — ** 

" My father died a victim to the cruelty 
of the Spaniards, who put him to death 
because he dreamed of the independence 
of his country ; his brother followed him 
to the tomb, weeping for his loss." 



THE INC A OF THE XIX. CENTURY. 105 

" Diego ! God has cruelly tried thee." 

" I had a mother," Diego went on, with 
a slight tremor in his voice ; " she was 
the object of my father's dearest aflfec- 
tions, and was young and lovely. One 
day when she left the mountain to visit 
my father, who was expiating within the 
walls of Valparaiso prison his participa- 
tion in a movement which had broken 
out among the Araucanos, she met on the 
road a brilliant Spanish cavalier who wore 
a lieutenant's epaulettes. 

"The -Spaniard fixed upon her an im- 
passioned glance ; she was alarmed, and 
tried to fly, but the horseman prevented 
her, and in spite of her prayers and sup- 
plications, she could not liberate herself 
from the villain s arms. On the morrow 
Lieutenant Don Juan de Soto-Mayor was 
able to boast among his friends, the noble 
chiefs of the Spanish army, that he had 
possessed the chaste wife of Tahi-Mari 
the Indian. 

" Yes, it was again a Soto-Mayor. This 
accursed name has ever hovered over the 
head of each member of my family, to 
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crush it under punishment, sorrow, shame, 
or humiliation. Each time that one of 
us has reddened American soil with his 
blood, it was a Soto-Mayor that shed it. 
Each time that a member of this family 
met a member of mine, one was the exe- 
cutioner, the other the victim. 

"And now, brother, you will ask me 
why, knowing that General Don Juan de 
Souza y Soto-Mayor is the man who dis- 
honoured my mother, I did not choose 
among the weapons which hung from my 
girdle the one which should pierce his 
heart ? — ^why I have not some night, when 
all were sleeping at the hacienda, carried 
within its walls the all- devouring fiie, and 
taken, according to Indian custom, eye 
for eye and tooth for tooth ? 

?Yes, I confess it; I should have 
quivered with pleasure had I seen all the 
Soto-Mayors, who live calm and happy a 
few leagues from us, writhing in the 
agonies of death. But I am the son of 
Tahi-Mari, and I have another cause to 
defend beside my own — ^that of my nation. 
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And on the day when my arm falls on 
those whom I execrate, it vdll not be the 
Soto-Mayors alone who perish, but all the 
Spaniards who inhabit these countries. 

"Ah! is it not strange to dream of 
enfranchisement after three hundred years 
of slavery? Well, brother, the supreme 
moment is close at hand ; the blood of the 
Spaniard will again inundate the soil of 
Peru, and the nineteenth century will 
avenge the sixteenth. 

" That is the reason why you saw me 
so silent at the general's house ; that is 
why I agreed to escort him and his family 
to Valdivia, for my plans are marvellously 
served by this journey. As for the girl 
you love, as I told you, you shall see her 
again, and it will be the beginning of the 
punishment which is destined to fall on 
this family." 

Diego had risen, but a moment later he 
resumed his ordinary stoicism. 

" I have told you what you ought to 
know, in order to understand and excuse 
what you may see me undertake against 
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the Spaniards ; but before going further, 
it is right that I should know if I can 
count on your help, and if I shall find in 
you the faithful and devoted friend who 
never failed me up to this day." 

A violent contest was going on in 
Leon's heart. He asked himself whether 
he, who had no cause of complaint against 
the Spaniards, had any right to join those 
who were meditating their ruin. On the 
other hand, the sincere friendship which 
he felt for the Vaquero, whose life he had 
shared during the last four years, rendered 
it a duty to assist him, and did not permit 
him to abandon him in the moment of 
danger. Still he hesitated, for a secret 
anxiety kept him undecided, and pre- 
vented him forming a resolution. 

'* Diego," he asked the Vaquero in his 
turn, " before answering you, let me ask 
you one question?" 

" Speak, brother !" Diego answered. 

" What do you mean to do with Dona 
Maria?" 

" I have promised you to bring her to 
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your knees. If she love you, she will be 
my sister ; if she refase your love, I shall 
have the right to dispose of her." 

" And she will have nothing to fear till 
I have seen her again?" Leon asked 
further. 

" Nothing ! I swear it to you." 

" In that case/' said Leon, " I will take 
part in your enterprise. Tour success 
shall be mine, and whatever be the road 
you follow, or the means you employ to 
gain the object of your designs, I will do 
all that you do." 

"Thanks, brother; I was well aware 
that you would support me in the strug- 
gle, for it is in the cause of justice. Now 
I will set out." 

" Do you go alone ?" 

"Yes, I must." 

" When shall 1 see you again ?" 

" To-morrow morning, at Don Juan's, 
unless I am compelled to remain at the 
place where I am going longer than I 
think ; in that case I will join you on the 
Talca road. Besides, you do not require! 
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me to escort the general ; our men will be 
at their post to-morrow, and you can say 
something about my going on ahead." 
" That is true ; but Dona Maria ?" 
"Tou will see her again soon. But 
start alone to-morrow for the country- 
house, and I will meet you this day week, 
whatever may happen, in the Del Solar 
wood, at the San Francisco Solano quarry, 
where you will order a halt." 

" Agreed, and I leave you to act as you 
think proper. Next Wednesday at the 
Del Solar wood, and if you wish to join 
us before then, we shall follow the or- 
dinary road." 

" Very good ; now I am off." 
Ten minutes after this long interview, 
Diego was galloping away from his com- 
rade, who watched him depart, while 
striving to conjecture in what direction he 
was going. Profoundly affected by the 
varied events of the preceding day, and 
the story which Diego had told him, Leon 
reflected deeply as he walked toward the 
smugglers remaining with him, and who 
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were engaged in getting their weapons in 
order. 

Althongh nothing in his exterior an- 
nounced the preoccupation from which he 
was suffering, it could be guessed that he 
was in a state of lively anxiety. The 
image of Dona Maria floated before his 
eyes ; he saw her pale and trembling after 
he had saved her from his horse's rush, 
and then, carrying himself mentally within 
the walls of the convent of the Purissima 
Conception, he thought of the barrier 
which separated them. Then suddenly 
the half-breed's words returned to his ear 
— " If she refuse your love," he had said, 
" I shall have the right to dispose of her !" 

An involuntary terror seized on the 
young man at this recollection. In fact, 
was it presumable that Dona Maria loved 
him? and would not the Vaquero be 
compelled to employ violence in carrying 
out his promise of bringing him into the 
presence of the novipe? In that case, 
how could he hope to make himself loved ? 

These reflections painfully agitated 
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Leon Delbfes, who, obeying that sponta- 
neity of action peculiar to his quick and 
impetuous character, resolved to fix his 
uncertainty by assuring himself of the 
impression which he had produced on the 
heart of the maiden, whom he loved with 
all the strength and energy of a real 
passion. 

Such a sudden birth of love would 
appear strange in northern countries, 
where this exquisite feeling is only deve- 
loped in conformity with the claims of 
the laws of civilization ; but in Chili, as 
in the whole of South America, love, 
ardent as the fires of the sun which 
illumines it, bursts forth suddenly and 
displays itself in its full power. The 
look of a Chilian girl is the flash which 
enkindles hearts of fire which beat in 
breasts of iron. 

Leon was a Frenchman, but several 
years' residence in these parts, and his 
complete adoption of American manners, 
customs, and usages had so metamor- 
phosed him, that gradually his tastes. 
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habits, and wants had become identified 
with those of the inhabitants of Chili, 
whom he regarded as his brothers and 
countrymen. Without further delay, then, 
Leon prepared to return to Valparaiso, 
and make inquiries about Dona Maria. 

" It is two o'clock," he said to himself, 
after consulting his watch ; " I have time 
to ride to the Ciudad, set Crevel to work, 
and be at the general's by the appointed 
hour." 

And leaping on his horse, he galloped 
off in the direction of the Port, afber 
bidding the ten men of the escort to start 
with or without him the next morning for 
the country-house. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE banian's house. 

Valparaiso, like nearly all the commer- 
cial centres of South America, is a collec- 
tion of shapeless huts and magnificent 
palaces, standing side by side and hanging 
in long clusters from the sides of the three 
mountains which command the town. 
The streets are narrow, dirty, and almost 
deprived of air, for the • houses, as in all 
American towns, have a tendency to 
approach each other, and at a certain 
height form a projection of four, or even 
six feet over the street. Paving is per- 
fectly unknown ; and the consequence is 
that in winter, when the deluging rains, 
which fall for three months almost with- 
out leaving off, have saturated the ground. 
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these streets become veritable sewers, in 
which pedestrians sink np to the knee. 
This renders the use of a horse indispen- 
sable. 

Putrid and pestileirtial miasmas exhale 
from these gutters, which are filled with 
rubbish of every description, resulting 
from the daily sweepings of the houses. 
On the other hand, the squares are large, 
square, perfectly airy, and lined with wide 
verandahs, which at midday offer a healthy 
protection from the sun. These veran- 
dahs contain handsome shops, in which 
the dealers have collected, at great cost, 
all that can tempt purchasers. It is a 
medley of the most discordant shops and 
booths, grouped side by side. A magni- 
ficent jeweller displays behind his window 
diamond necklaces, silver spurs, weighing 
from fifteen to twenty marcs, rings, brace- 
lets, &c. ; between a modest grocer quar- 
relling with his customers about the 
weight, and the seller of massamorra 
broth, who, with sleeves tucked up to the 
elbow, is selling his stuff by spoonfuls to 

8— a 
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every scamp who has an ochavo to regale 
himself with. 

The smuggler-captain passed gloomily 
and thoughtfully through the joyous 
population, whose bursts of laughter 
echoed far and wide, and whose merry 
songs escaped in gay zambacuecas from all 
the spirit shops which are so frequent at 
Valparaiso. In this way he reached Senor 
Crevel's inn, who uttered a cry of joy on 
perceiving the captain, and ran out to hold 
his horse. 

"Are my men here?" Leon asked 
civilly, as he dismounted. 

" They arrived nearly two hours back," 
Crevel answered, respectfully. 

"It is well. Is the green chamber 
empty ?" 

Every landlord, in whatever country 
he may hang out his sign, possesses a 
separate room adorned with the names of 
blue, red, or green, and which he lets at 
a fabulous price, under the excuse that it 
is far superior to all the others in the 
house. Senor Crevel knew his trade too 
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well not to have adopted this habit com- 
mon to all his brethren ; but he had given 
the name of the green room to a charming 
little quiet nook, which only his regular 
customers entered. Now, as we have 
said, the smugglers were very old friends 
of Crevel. 

The door of the green room, perfectly 
concealed in the wall, did not allow its 
existence to be suspected ; and it was in 
this room that the bold plans of the land- 
lord's mysterious trade, whose profits were 
far greater than those which he drew from 
his avowed trade, were elaborated. 

On hearing Leon's question, the Ba- 
nian's face assumed an expression even 
more joyous than that with which he had 
greeted the young man's arrival, for he 
scented, in the simple question asked him, 
a meeting of smugglers and the settlement 
of some affairs in which he would have 
his share as usual. Hence he replied by 
an intelligent nod, and added aloud, " Yes, 
senor ; it is ready for your reception." 

After handing the traveller's horse to a 



118 THE 8MU66L1B CHIEF. 

greasy waiter, whom he ordered to take 
the greatest care of it, he led Leon into 
the interior of the inn. We are hound 
to confess that if the architect who un- 
dertook to huild this house had heen 
more than saving in the distribution of 
ornamentation, it was admirably adapted 
for its owner's trade. It was a cottage 
built of pebbles and beams, which it had 
in common with the greater portion of 
the houses in Valparaiso. Its front 
looked, as we know, upon the Calle San 
Agostino, while the opposite side faced 
the sea, over which it jutted out on piles 
for some distance. An enormous advan- 
tage for the worthy landlord, who fre- 
quently profited by dark or stormy nights 
to avoid payment of customs dues, by 
receiving through the windows the goods 
which the smugglers sold him; and it 
also favoured the expeditions of the latter, 
by serving as a depot for the bales which 
they undertook to bring in on account of 
people who dealt with them. 

This vicinity of the sea also enabled 
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the Erencliman, whose customers were a 
strange medley of all sorts of men, not to 
trouble himself about the result of the 
frequent quarrels which took place at his 
house, and which might have caused an 
unpleasantness with the police, who at 
Valparaiso, as in other places where this 
estimable institution is in vogue, some- 
times found it necessary to make an ex- 
ample. Hence, so soon as a squadron of 
lanceros was signalled in the distance, 
Senor Crevel at once warned his guests ; 
so that when the soldiers arrived, and 
fancied they were about to make a good 
haul, they found that the birds had flown. 
We need scarce say that they had simply 
escaped through the back window into a 
boat al^?\iays kept fastened in case of need 
to a ring in the wooden platform, which 
served as a landing-stage to the house. 
The lanceros did not understand this 
sudden disappearance, and went off with 
a hangdog air. 

Diftering from European houses, which 
fall back in proportion to their elfsvation 



120 THE SMUGGLER CHIEF. 

from the ground, Senor Crevel's esta- 
blishment bulged outwards, so that the 
top was spacious and well lighted, while 
the ground-floor rooms were narrow and 
dark. The landlord had always taken 
advantage of this architectural arrange- 
ment by having a room made on the 
second floor, which was reached by a 
turning staircase, and a perfect ear of 
Dionysius, as all external sounds reached 
the inmates, while the noise they made 
either in fighting or talking was deadened. 
The result of this was that a man might 
be most easily killed in the green room 
without a soul suspecting it. 

It was into this room, then, witness of 
so many secret councils, that the land- 
lord introduced, with the greatest cere- 
mony, the captain of the smugglers, who 
walked behind him. On regarding the 
interior of the room, nothing indicated 
the origin of its name ; for it was entirely 
hung with red damask. Had this suc- 
ceeded a green hanging? This seems to 
be the more probable explanation. 
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It received light from above, by means 
of a large skylight. The walls were hung 
with pictures in equivocal taste, repre- 
senting subjects passably erotic and even 
slightly obscene. A large four-post bed, 
adorned with its tester, occupied all one 
side of the room, and a mahogany chest 
of drawers stood facing it: in a comer 
was a small table covered with the indis- 
pensable toilette articles — combs, brushes, 
&c. A small looking-glass over the table, 
chairs surrounding a large round table, 
and, lastly, an alabaster clock, which for 
the last ten years had invariably marked 
the same hour between its two flower 
vases, completed the furniture of this 
famous green room. We must also men- 
tion a bell, whose string hung behind the 
landlord's bar, and was useful to give an 
alarm under the circumstances to which 
we have referred. LeoA paid no attention 
to these objects, which had long been 
familiar to him. 

" Now, then," he said, as he took off 
his hat and poncho, and threw himself 
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into an easy-chair, " bring me some dinner 
at once." 

"What would you like, captain?" 

" The first thing ready : some puchero, 
some pepperpot — ^in short, whatever ^you 
please, provided it be at once, as I am in 
a hurry." 

" What will you drink?" 

" Wine, confound it ! and try to find 
some that is good." 

*^AU right." 

"Decamp, then, and make haste to 
bring me all I require." 

" Directly, captain." 

And Senor Crevel withdrew to attend 
to the preparation of the young man's 
dinner. During this time Leon walked 
up and down the room, and seemed to be 
arranging in his head the details of some 
plan he was meditating. 

Crevel soon relfemed to lay the table, 
which he performed without opening his 
lips for fear of attracting some disagree- 
able remark from the captain, who, for 
his part, did not appear at all disposed for 
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conversation. In an instant all was ar- 
ranged with that coquettish symmetry 
which belongs to the French alone. 

" Dinner is ready, captain," said Crevel, 
when he re-entered the room. 

" Very well. Leave me ; when I want 
you I will call you.*' 

The landlord went out.. Leon sat down 
to the table, and drawing the knife which 
he wore in his boot, vigorously attacked 
the appetizing dishes placed before him. 

It is a fact worthy of remark, that with 
great and energetic natures, moral suflfer- 
ings have scarce any influence over phy- 
sical wants. It might be said that they 
understand the necessity of renewing or 
redoubling their strength, in order to 
resist more easily and more victoriously 
the griefs which oppress them, and they 
require all their vigour to contend worthily 
against them. ' ' 

Chilian meals in no way resemble ours. 
Among us people drink while eating, in 
order to facilitate the absorption and 
digestion of the fgod ; but in America it 
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is quite different — there people eat with- 
out drinking. It is only when the pastry 
and sweets have been eaten that they 
drink a large glass of water for digestion ; 
then come the wines and liqueurs, always 
in small quantities, for the inhabitants of 
hot countries are generally very sober, 
and not addicted to the interminable 
sittings round a table covered with 
bottles, in an atmosphere impregnated 
with the steam of dishes. 

When the meal was ended, Leon took 
his tobacco-pouch from his pocket and 
rolled a cigarette, after wiping his fingers 
on the cloth. As this action may appear 
improper to the reader, it is as well that 
he should know that all Americans do so 
without scruple, as the use of the napkin 
is entirely unknown. Another custom 
worth mentioning is that of employing 
the fingers in lieu of a fork. This is the 
process among the Americans. They cut 
a piece of bread crumb, which they hold 
in their hand, and pick up with it the 
articles on their plate with great rapidity 
and cleanliness. 
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Nor must it be thought that they act 
in this way through ignorance of the fork ; 
they are perfectly well acquainted with 
that utensil, and can manage it as well as 
we do when required ; but though it is 
present on every table, both rich and 
poor regard it as an object of luxury, and 
say that it is far more convenient to do 
without it, and remark that the food has 
considerably more flavour when eaten in 
this fashion. 

Leon lit his cigarette, and fell again 
into his reflections. All at once he rose 
and rang the bell, and Crevel at once 
appeared. 

" Take all this away," said Leon, point- 
ing to the table. 

The landlord removed all traces of the 
meal. 

"And now bring me the articles to 
make a glass of punch." 

Crevel gazed for a moment in amaze- 
ment at the man who had given this 
order. The sobriety of the smuggler was 
proverbial at Valparaiso; he had never 
been seen to drink more than one or two 
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to deprive myself of the honour of drink- 
ing with you, but " 

Crevel, through his stupefaction, was 
unable to complete his sentence, for the 
invitation which the captain gave him 
surprised him beyond all expression. Let 
us add that it was the first time such an 
honour had been done him. 

" In that case bring a glass for yourself." 

Crevel, without further hesitation, 
fetched the glass, and seated himself 
facing the captain. 

"Now, my dear Crevel," Leon said, 
as he dipped into the bowl and filled the 
glasses to the brim, "here's to your 
health, and let us talk." 

The landlord was all ears. 

" Do you know the convent of the 
Purissima Conception ?" 

At this question Crevel opened his eyes 
to their fullest extent. 

" What the deuce can the captain have 
to do with the nuns of the Purissima 
Conception ?" he asked himself, and then 
replied, " Certainly, captain." 
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"Very good; and could you contrive 
to get in there under some pretext ?" 

The landlord appeared to reflect ^for a 
moment. 

" I have it," he said ; " I will get in 
whenever you like." 

" In that case get ready, for I want to 
send you there this very moment." 

"What to do?" 

"A trifle. I want you to see the 
Senora Maria," Leon said to him, after 
describing the accident of which he had 
been the involuntary cause, " and deliver 
her a message from me." • 

"The deuce! that is more difficult," 
Crevel muttered. 

" Did you not tell me that you could 
get into the convent ?" 

" Yes ; but seeing a novice is very 
different." 

" Still you must do so, unless you re- 
fuse to undertake the task. I thought of 
you, because I believed you to be a clever 
and resolute fellow; if I am mistaken, I 
will apply to some one else, and I feel 
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certain that I shall find more than one 
ingenious man who will not be sorry to 
earn four ounces." 

" Four ounces, did you say ?" and the 
Parisian's eyes sparkled with a flash of 
covetousness. 

" Tell me if that suits you ?" 

"I accept." . 

" In that case, make haste. Have my 
horse saddled, for I shall accompany 

you." 

*' We will start within a quarter of an 
hour ; but in order that I may take my 
precautions, tell me what I have to do 
when I see the Senora ?" 

"You will hand her this scapulary, and 
say to her that the cavalier who wore it 
is lying at your house in danger of death. 
Pay carefdl attention to the expression 
which her face assumes, and manage to 
describe it to me. That ife all I want." 

" I understand." 

And the landlord went down to make 
his preparations. 

" In that way I shaU know whetl^er 
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she loves me," Leon exclaimed, so soon 
as he was alone. 

Then, taking up his poncho and montera, 
he rolled a cigarette in his fingers, and 
went to join Crevel in the ground-flpor 
room. 

" Do not be impatient, captain ; I shall 
be with you in a moment," the banian 
said on perceiving him ; " I only ask of 
you the time to run to my cellar." 

" Make haste, for time is slipping 
away." 

" Do not be alarmed ; I shall be at the 
convent within half an hour." 

On returning from the cellar the land- 
lord brought with him three bottles 
covered with a thick coating of mould, 
bearing witness to the long stay they had 
made in the shadow of the sun, and 
adorned with a skull-cap of pitch, whose 
colour time had changed. 

" What is that ?" Leon asked. 

"The keys of the convent of the 
Purissima Conception," Crevel replied, 
with a crafty smile. " We can start now." 

9— a 
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In a moment Leon, on horseback, was 
going down the Calle San Agostino a 
few paces ahead of Crevel, who was on 
foot. 
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CHAPTEE VII. 



THE NOVICE. 



We left Dona Maria in the garden of the 
convent, preparing to obey the summons 
of the venerable abbess, Dona Madeline 
Aguirre Frias, in religion, Sister Santa 
Marta de los Dolores, the Mother Superior 
of the community, not doubting but that 
she was summoned to give a detailed 
account of the morning*s events. Dona 
Maria expected to receive some reproof 
for the involuntary fault she had com- 
mitted by letting her face be seen by the 
cavalier who raised her when in a fainting 
state. 

But, in her present state of mind, far 
from upbraiding herself for not having 
quickly lowered her veil so soon as she 
regained possession of her senses, she was 
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quite prepared to confess the impression 
which the sight of the young man had 
produced on her, and the present she had 
made him of her scapulary, for she had 
only one thought, one desire, one wish, 
and that was, to see again the man whom 
she loved. 

Still, in consequence of the remon- 
strances which her companion, Kosita, 
made to her, and in order not to give 
anybody the opportunity of reading in 
her eyes what was passing in her soul, 
she removed all traces of her tears, over- 
came the feeling of sorrow which had 
invaded her whole being, and proceeded 
with a firm step toward the cell of the 
Mother Superior, while Eosita regained 
her own. 

We have described the interior of the 
cells of the nuns or novices dwelling in 
the convent of the Purissima Conception, 
which, with but rare exceptions, are all 
alike, but that of the Mother Superior de- 
serves a special description, owing to the 
difierence that exists between it and those 
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of the other nuns. Nothing could be 
more religious, more worldly, and more 
luxurious than its whole appearance. It 
was an immense square room, with two 
large pointed windows, with small panes 
set in lead, on which were painted holy 
subjects with an admirable delicacy and 
surety of touch. The walls were covered 
with long gUt and embossed Cordovan 
leather tapestry; and valuable pictures, 
representing the chief events in the life 
of the patron saint of the convent, were 
grouped with that symmetry and taste 
which are only found among ecclesiastics. 
Between the two windovrs was a mag- 
nificent Virgin by Eaphael, before which 
was an altar ; a silver lamp, full of odo- 
riferous oil, hung from the ceiling and 
burnt night and day in front of the altar, 
which could be concealed by thick damask 
curtains when required. The furniture 
consisted of a large Chinese screen, be- 
hind which was concealed the abbess's bed, 
a simple couch oX carved oak, surrounded 
by a mosquito-net of white gauze. A 



136 THE SMUGGLER CHIEF. 

square table, also in oak, supporting a 
few books and a desk, was in the centre 
of the room ; and in one corner a large 
library filled with books relating to re- 
ligious matters, allowed the rich gilding 
of scarce tomes to be seen tlirough the 
glass doors. A few cliairs with twisted 
legs were arranged against the wall. 
Lastly, a brasero of brilliant brass, filled 
with olive kernels, faced a superb press, 
whose fine carving was a work of art. 

The sunshine, subdued by the coloured 
glass of the windows, spread a soft and 
mystical light, which made the visitor 
undergo a feeling of respect and contem- 
plation, by giving this large room a stern 
and almost lugubrious aspect. 

At the moment when the maiden was 
introduced to the abbess, the latter was 
seated in a large, straight-backed chair, 
surmounted by the abbatial crown, and 
whose seat, covered with gilt leather, was 
adorned with a double fringe of gold and 
silk. She held an open book in her hand 
and seemed plunged in profound medita- 
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tion. Donji Maria waited till the abbess 
raised her eyes to her. 

"Ah, you are here, my child," the 
abbess at length said, on perceiving the 
presence of the novice. " Come hither." 

Maria advanced toward her. 

"Ton were nearly the victim of an 
accident which cast trouble and confusion 
upon the progress of the procession, and 
it is slightly your own fault ; you ought 
to have got out of the way of the horse 
as your dear sister did ; but, after all, 
though the fear exposed your life to 
danger, I see with satisfaction that you 
have, thanks to the omnipotent protection 
of Nuestra ^enora de la Purissima Con- 
ception, escaped from the peril, and hence 
I order you to thank her by reciting an 
orison morning and night for eight days." 

" I will do so, buena Madre," Maria 
replied. 

"And now, chica, in order to efface 
every trace of the emotion which the event 
must have caused you, I recommend you 
to drink a few spoonfuls of my miraculous 
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water; it is, as you are aware, a sove- 
reign remedy against every sort of attack. 
Worthy Don rrancisco Solano, the re- 
verend Pater-Guardian of los Carmelitos 
Descalzos, gave me the receipt for it, and 
on many occasions we have recognised the 
truly surprising qud,lities of this water." 

" I will not fail to do so," the young 
lady replied, with the firm intention of 
doing nothing of the sort, as she knew 
the perfect inefficiency of the good lady's 
panacea. 

" Good ! You must take care of your 
health, Maria, for you know that my 
great object is to watch over the welfare 
of all our sisters, and to render their 
abode in this peaceful retreat in which 
we live in the peace of the Lord, full of 
attractions and sweetness." 

Maria looked at the abbess; she had 
expected some sort of reprimand, and the 
honeyed words of the worthy Mother Su- 
perior had a tinge of benignity which 
was not habitual to them. Emboldened 
by the abbess's kind manner, Maria felt a 
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great desire to tell her of the deep aver- 
sion she felt for a monastic life, but fear- 
ing lest she might be mistaken as to the 
purport of the words which fell from the 
unctuous lips of the holy person, she 
awaited the end of her discourse, and 
contented herself with saying, with all 
the appearance of a submission full of 
humility — 

" I know, buena Madre, how great your 
anxiety is for all of us ; but I do not yet 
merit such kindness, and " 

"It is true that you are but a novice, 
and the solemn vows have not eternally 
consecrated you to the pious destination 
which Heaven has reserved for you, 
but the blessed day is approaching, and 
soon " 

" Madre !" Maria impetuously inter- 
rupted, about to speak and display the 
wound in her heart which was painfully 
bleeding at the thought of taking the 
veil. 

" What is the matter, my chUd ? you 
are impatient. I understand the lively 
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desire which animates you, and am de- 
lighted at it, for it would he painful for 
me to employ with you, whom I love so 
dearly, any other means but those of per- 
suasion to oblige you to take the gown 
which is destined for you." 

On hearing the abbess speak thus, 
Maria understood that her fate was set- 
tled, and that no supplication would pro- 
duce any change in what was resolved. 
Moreover, the air of hypocritical satisfac- 
tion spread over the face of the Mother 
Superior sufficiently proved that the con- 
versation which she had begun had no 
other object than to adroitly sound the 
young lady as to her feelings about taking 
the veil, and that, if necessary, she would 
employ her right and power to force her 
into submission. 

Maria, consequently, bowed her head 
and made no reply. ^ Either the abbess 
took this silence for a sign of obedience, 
or regarded it as a manifestation of utter 
indiflference, for a faint smile played round 
her lips, and she continued the conversation. 



THE NOVICE. 141 

"While congratulating you on the good 
sentiments which have taken root in your 
mind, it is my duty to inform you of the 
orders which I received this morning from 
your father, General Soto-Mayor." 

Maria raised her head, trying to read 
in the abbess's looks what these orders 
might signify. 

" You are not ignorant, chica, that the 
rule of our convent grants novices who 
are preparing to take the veil, permission 
to spend a month with their family before 
beginning the retreat which must precede 
the ceremony of their vows." 

Here Maria, who was anxiously listen- 
ing, felt her heart beat as if it would burst 
her bosom. The abbess continued — 

"In obedience to this custom, your 
father, before affiancing you to God, in- 
formed me this morning that he wished to 
have you near him, and employ the month 
which you will spend out of the convent 
in taking you to Valdivia to see his bro- 
ther, that worthy servant of the Lord, 
Don Luis." 
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A cry of joy, restrained by the fear of 
letting what was taking place in her mind 
be seen, was on the point of bursting from 
her bosom. 

" Dear father !'* she said, clasping her 
hands. 

"Ton will set out to-morrow," the 
abbess continued; "a servant of your 
family will come to fetch you in the 
morning." 

"Oh, tbanks, madam," Maria could 
not refrain from exclaiming, as she was 
intoxicated with joy at the thought of 
leaving the convent. 

Assuredly, under any other circum- 
stances, the announcement of this holiday 
would have been received by the maiden, 
if not with coldness, at the least with in- 
difference; but her meeting with Leon 
had so changed her ideas, that she fancied 
she saw in this departure a means which 
Providence gave her to escape from a 
cloistered life. The poor child fancied 
that her parents were thinking of restor- 
ing her to the world ; then, reflecting on 
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the slight probability which this hypo- 
thesis seemed to possess, she said to her- 
self that, at any rate, she might see again 
within the month him whose memory ex- 
cited so great an influence over her mind. 
There was still hope for her, and hope is 
nearly happiness. The abbess had not 
failed to notice the look of pleasure which 
had suddenly illumined the maiden's fea- 
tures. 

"You are very happy, then, at the 
thought of leaving us, Maria," she said, 
with an attempt at a smile. 

" Oh, do not think that, Mamita,'* Maria 
said, as she threw herself on her neck. 
" You are so kind and so indulgent that 
I should be ungrateful did I not love 
you. 

At this moment the maiden's heart, 
inundated with delight, overflowed with 
love. The aversion which she had felt 
an hour previously for all that surrounded 
her had faded away and made room for a 
warm expansion of joy. A sunbeam from 
on high had sufficed to dissipate the dark 
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cloud which had formed on the blue 



In spite of the lively desire which 
Maria had to bear the good news to 
Eosita, she was obliged to listen to the 
perusal of General Soto-Mayor's letter, 
which the abbess gave her, as well as a 
long exhortation which the latter thought 
it her duty to address to her about the 
conduct she should assume when she 
found herself in the bosom of her family. 
Nothing was forgotten, neither the re- 
commendation to perform her religious 
vows exactly, nor that of preparing to 
return to the convent worthily at the 
close of the month, animated with the 
pious desire of devoting herself to it joy- 
fully, as the trial of the * world would 
serve to show her the slight happiness 
which those forced to live in it found 
there. Maria promised all that the supe- 
rior wished; she only saw through the 
pompous phrases of the holy woman the 
temporary liberty offered to her, and this 
suflBiced her to listen patiently to the rest 
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of the peroration. At length the harangue 
was finished, and Maria rushed toward 
Eosita's cell; on seeing her companion 
with a radiant brow and a smile on her 
lips, the latter remained stupefied. Amid 
the transports of joy, Maria informed her 
of the happy event which had occurred so 
opportunely to calm her anguish, and em- 
braced her affectionately. 

" How happy you seem !" Eosita could 
not refrain from saying to her. 

" Oh ! I really am so. Do you under- 
stand, Eosita, a whole month out of the 
convent, and who knows whether I may 
not see during the month the man who so 
boldly saved me from peril." 

" Can you think of it ?" 

" Yes ; I confess to you that it is my 
dearest wish to see him again and teU him 
that I love him." 

"Maria!" 

"Forgive me, dear Eosita, for, selfish 
that I 'am, I only think of myself, and 
forget that you, too, might perhaps like 
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to leave these convent walk in order to 
embrace your brother." 

" You are mistaken, sister ; I am happy 
here ; and though my brother loves me as 
much as I love him, he ¥rill not call me 
to his side, for he would be alone to pro- 
tect me, and what should I do in the 
world when he was compelled to remain 
with his soldiers ? Ah ! I have no father 
or mother." 

"PoorEosita!" 

" Hence," the latter said, gaily, " speak 
no more of me, but let me rejoice at find- 
ing you smiling after having left you so 
sad." 

The maidens soon after separated, and 
Maria went to make the necessary pre- 
parations for her departure. On entering 
her cell, her first care was to throw herself 
on her knees before the image of the 
Virgin and thank her. Then the rest of 
the day passed as usual. But any one 
who had seen the novice before her in- 
terview with the Mother Superior, and 
met her after the latter had made the 
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general's letter known to her, would have 
noticed a singular change in her. A lovely 
flush had driven the pallor from her lips, 
her eyes had regained their expression of 
vivacity, and her lips, red as the pome- 
granate flower, parted to let her heaving 
breath pass through. 

The morrow Maria was up at daybreak 
still under the impression of the sweet 
dreams which had lulled her slumbers. 
The whole night Leon's image had been 
before her, flashing in her ravished eye 
the dazzling prism of a new existence. 
It was striking ten by the convent clock 
when General Soto-Mayor's major-domo 
presented himself at the door of the house 
of God. 



10— rj 
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OHAPTEE VIII. 

A VISIT TO THE CONVENT. 

It was about five in the evening when 
Leon Delbes left the posada in the com- 
pany of Crevel. The great heat of midday 
had been succeeded by a refreshing sea- 
breeze, which was beginning to rise and 
blow softly, producing an exquisite tem- 
perature, of which all took advantage to 
rush from their houses, and join the 
numerous promenaders crowding the 
streets, squares, and the shore of the 
ocean, whose calm and smooth surface 
was tinged by the ardent beams of the 
sun, which had spent two-thirds of its 
course. It was a saint's day, and the 
people, dressed in their best clothes, 
whose varied colours offer the eye such a 
piquant effect, hurried along with shouts. 
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song, and laughter, of which no idea can 
be formed in Europe. In South America 
a holiday is the occasion for all the plea- 
sures which it is given to man to enjoy, 
and the Americans do not neglect it. 
Marvellously endowed by nature, which 
has given them strength, vigour and 
unalterable health, their powerful organi- 
zation allows them to do anything. Born 
for love and pleasure, the South Ameri- 
cans make of their life one long enjoy- 
ment : it is the ideal of refined sensualism. 

The two Frenchmen, with their hats 
pulled over their eyes, and carefully 
wrapped in their ponchos, so as not to be 
recognised and delayed, mingled ^vith the 
crowd, and elbowing and elbowed, push- 
ing and pushed, they advanced as quickly 
as they could, moving with great difficulty 
through the mob that surrounded them. 

The reader will be doubtless astonished 
to see, in a country so hot as Chili, Leon 
Delbes and Crevel enveloped, as we have 
just said, in heavy cloaks. In Chili, 
Peru, and generally in all the ex-Spanish 
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colonies, the cloak is constantly in use, 
and almost indispensable ! It is worn 
everywhere and always in all weathers 
and all places, at every hour of the night 
and of the day. There is a Spanish 
proverb which says that the cloak pro- 
tects from heat and cold, from rain and 
sun. This is true to a certain extent, 
but is not the sole reason why it has 
become obligatory. 

The South Americans, as well as the 
descendants of the Spaniards, have re- 
tained the two chief vices which dis- 
tinguish their ancestors, that is to say, a 
mad pride and invincible indolence. The 
American never works save when driven 
into his last entrenchments, when hunger 
forces him to lay aside his careless and 
contemplative habits in order to earn 
means to support himself. Hence it 
follows very naturally, that it is im- 
possible for him to obtain the fine clothes 
which he covets, and whose price is so 
heavy, that he despairs of ever possess- 
ng them. 
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In order to remedy this misfortune, 
and save, at the same time, his pride, 
which prohibits him from appearing badly 
dressed, he works just long enough to 
save the money to buy himself a Panama 
hat, a pair of trousers, and a cloak. When 
he has succeeded in obtaining these objects 
of permanent necessity, he is all right and 
his honour is saved, for thanks to the 
exceptional talent which he possesses of 
draping himself elegantly and majestically 
in a piece of cloth, he can boldly present 
himself anywhere, and no one will ever 
suspect what hideous rags and frightful 
misery are covered by the splendid cloak 
which he bears on his shoulders. 

In addition to the motive which we 
have just explained, it is fair to state that, 
owing to tlie excessive heat of the climate, 
the advantage of the cloak is felt in the 
fact that it is ample and wide, leaves the 
limbs liberty of movement, and does not 
scorch the body, as well-fitting clothes do 
when heated by the sunbeams. Hence 
rich and poor have all adopted it. 
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After a ride interrupted at every mo- 
ment by the people who encumbered the 
streets, the two Frenchmen reached their 
destination, and stopped before the church 
adjoining the convent. There they sepa- 
rated: Crevel proceeded toward the gate 
of the community, and Leon, after dis- 
mounting and fastening his horse to an 
iron ring fixed in the wall, entered the 
church, and leant against a pillar to wait. 

The church of Nuestra Senora del 
Carmo, belonging to the Convent of the 
Purissima Conception, is one of the 
finest and richest of those existing in 
Valparaiso. It was built a short time 
after the conquest of Chili, in the Re- 
naissance style. It is lofty, large, and 
well lighted by a number of arched win- 
dows, whose coloured glass is among the 
finest specimens of the art. A double 
row of columns delicately carved, supports 
a circular gallery, with a balcony in open 
work, made with that patience which 
the Spaniards appear to have inherited 
from the Arabs, and which produced the 
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marvelloxis details of the great mosque of 
Cordova. 

The choir is separated from the nave 
by a massive silver grating, modelled by 
some rival of Benvenuto Cellini. The 
high altar is of lapis lazuli, and sixteen 
silver columns support a dome painted 
blue, and studded with gold stars, above 
the splendid table covered with a rich pall 
of English point, on which stands the 
magnificent golden reliquary containing 
the Holy Sacrament. 

In the aisles, eight chapels, placed 
under the protection of different saints, 
and adorned with extraordinary wealth, 
each contains a confessional which closes 
hermetically, and in which it is impossible 
to catch a glimpse of the male or female 
penitent asking remission of sins. Nothing 
can be imagined more aerial or coquettish 
than the ebony pulpit, inlaid with mother- 
of-pearl, used by the preacher. This 
pulpit is a masterpiece, and it is said that 
a Spanish workman, finding himself in 
great danger, made a vow to Nuestra 
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Senora del Carmen that he would give 
her a pulpit if he escaped. Having escaped 
the danger, he devoted hourly years of 
his life to the accomplishment of the 
work he had promised, and which he 
only completed a few months prior to 
his death. If we may judge of the 
danger this man incurred by the finish 
of the execution and the merit of the 
work, it must have been immense. 

Lastly, there are at regular distances 
large holy water vessels of carved marble, 
covered with plates of silver. When 
Leon entered the church it was full of 
faithful people. Upwards of two thousand 
candles spread a dazzling light, and a cloud 
of incense brooded over the congregation, 
who were plunged into a profound con- 
templation. 

In American churches that impudent 
trafl&c in chairs, which goes on so shame- 
lessly elsewhere during the holiest or 
more sorrowful ceremonies, is unknown. 
There are no seats, but the men stand,- 
and the women bring with them small 
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square carpets on which they kneel. This 
custom may perhaps injure the symmetry, 
but it certainly imparts to the assembly of 
the faithful a more religious appearance. 
We do not see, as in Trance, individuals 
stretching themselves, taking their ease, 
throwing themselves back, or sleeping in 
their chairs, and we are not at each move- 
ment disturbed by the rattling of wood 
upon the slabs. 

On hearing the chants of the nuns, 
which rose in gentle and melodious notes, 
accompanied by the grave sound of the 
organ, Leon Delbes felt himself involun- 
tarily assailed by a melancholy feeling. 
Gradually forgetting the motive of his 
presence at this sacred spot, he let his 
head fall upon his chest, and yielded 
entirely to the ecstasy into which the 
mighty harmony that filled his ears 
plunged him. 

In the meanwhile Crevel, after leaving 
the captain of the smugglers, took a half 
turn, and proceeded, as we said, toward 
the gate of the convent, on which he 



156 THE SMUGGLEK CHIEF. 

knocked thrice, after looking around him 
rather through habit than distrust, in 
order to make certain that he was not 
followed. The door was not opened, but 
a trap in the niche of the upper panel was 
pulled back, and an old woman's face 
appeared in the aperture. Crevel assumed 
his most sanctimonious look, and giving 
a mighty bow, he said, as he doffed his 
broad-brimmed straw hat — 

" Ave Maria Purissima, sister." 

" Sin peccado concebida, brother," the 
old woman replied, who was no other 
than the sister porter, "what can I do 
for you?" 

" I am ill, sister, very ill," Crevel re- 
peated, in a moaning voice. 

" Good gracious ! brother, what is the 
matter with you? But I am not mis- 
taken," she added, after looking at the 
new-comer more attentively; "you are 
the worthy Frenchman established in the 
Calle San Agostino, who brings from 
time to time a few bottles of old French 
wine to the abbess for her cramp." 
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" Alas ! yes, sister, it is myself; and I 
have brought two under my cloak, which 
I beg her to accept." 

Crevel, like a good many of his fellow- 
traders, had the praiseworthy habit of 
giving alms to the rich, in order to rob 
the poor with greater facility. 

"They are welcome,'" said the sister 
porter, whose small eyes glistened with 
covetousness ; " wait a minute, brother, 
and I will open the gate for you.'' 

" Do so, sister, and I will wait as long 
as you please." 

Crevel soon heard the formidable sound 
of bolts being drawn and locks turned, 
and at the end of a quarter of an hour the 
door was opened just wide enough to 
leave passage for a man. The landlord 
glided like a snake through the opening 
offered him, and the door closed again at 
once, 

"Sit down, brother," said the sister 
porter; *'it is a long way from your 
house to the convent." 

"Thanks, sister," said Crevel, taking 
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advantage of the invitation ; " I am reallj 
extremely tired." 

He then took from under his poncho 
the two bottles, which he placed on the 
table. 

" Be good enough, sister," he said, " to 
give these bottles to your Mother Supe- 
rior, begging her not to forget me in her 
prayers." 

" I will not fail, brother, I assure 
you." 

" I am certain of it, sister ; and stay," 
he added, drawing out a third bottle, 
" take this, which I brought for you, and 
which will do you good, for it is justly 
said in France that wine is the milk of 
aged people." 

" That is true, brother, and I thank 
you ; but tell me the nature of the illness 
you are suffering from." 

"For some time past, sister, I have 
been subject to a sudden dizziness, and 
as your convent possesses a miraculous 
water which cures all diseases, I have 
come to buy a phial." 
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" With the greatest pleasure, brother," 
the sister porter replied. "I am sorry 
that I cannot make you a present of it ; 
but this water is deposited in my hands, 
and is the property of the poor, to whom 
we must render an account of it." 

We will remark parenthetically that 
the convents of Valparaiso willingly accept 
anything offered them, but never give 
anything away. Crevel was perfectly 
aware of this fact ; hence, without offering 
the slightest observation, he drew four 
piastres from his pocket, which he placed 
in the sister's hand. The latter put them 
out of sight with a vivacity which asto- 
nished the banian himself: then running 
to a chest of drawers, the sole article of 
furniture which adorned the room, she 
opened it and took a small white glass 
bottle, carefully corked and sealed, which 
lay there along with some sixty others, 
and brought it to Crevel. 

The landlord received it with marks of 
profound gratitude. 

"I hope that this water will do me 
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good/' he said, striving to prolong the 
interview. 

" Do not doubt it, brother." 

And the sister porter looked at Crevel 
in a way which made him comprehend 
that nothing need detain him now that he I 

had what he came to seek. The banian 
understood it and prepared to rise. • 

" Now, sister, I will ask your permis- 
sion to retire, in spite of the charm which 
your conversation has for me ; but busi- j 

ness before everything." j 

"That is true," the sister porter re- 
plied ; " hence I will not keep you ; you 
know that you will always be welcome at 
the convent." 

" Thanks, sister, thanks. And now I 
am off." 

" Farewell, my brother." 

He walked a few steps toward the door, 
but then hurriedly turned back. 

" By the bye," he said, as if remember- 
ing something which he had forgotten, 
"I trust that the accident which hap- 
pened to one of your sisters during 
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tlie procession has had no serious conser 
quences." 

" No, thanks to Heaven, brother." 

" Ah^ all the better ; then she has quite 
recovered/' 

" So perfectly," said the sister porter, 
^' that she is travelling at this moment." 

"What! the Senora Maria de Soto- 
Mayor travelling ?" 

" You know her name ?" 

" Of course ; for I was formerly butler 
to the general her father." 

"Well, then, it was through an order 
of the general that Sister Maria left this 
morning for the country-house which he 
possesses a few leagues from here." 

"Well, then, sister, good-bye, and I 
hope we shall meet again soon," Crevel 
exclaimed, hurrying this time to reach 
the gate. 

" Anda V* con Dios !" said the sister, 
surprised at this hurried movement. 

"Thanks, thanks." 

Crevel was already in the street. 

Now, while he was conscientiously per- 
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forming the commission whicli Leon had 
entrusted to him, the latter was still 
waiting for Crevel to rejoin him. After 
remaining a quarter of an hour in the 
church, he left it, and was beginning to 
grow impatient, when the landlord's 
shadow was thrown on the convent wall. 
In a second he was by his side. 

" Well ?'* he asked, on approaching him. 

" Come, come," said Crevel, with satis- 
faction, " I fancy I bring good news." 

" Speak at once." 

" In the first place, Dona Maria is per- 
fectly well and feels no effects from the 
terror which your horse caused her," 

"Next?" 

" That is something, surely." 

" Go on, go on ! scoundrel," the smug- 
gler cried, as he shook Crevel's arm. 

" Good heavens ! a little calmness, Senor 
Oaballero; you will never correct yourself 
of your vivacity." 

Leon's brows were contracted, and he 
stamped his foot passionately, so Crevel 
hastenied to obey. 
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"Leam, then, that tliis morning the 
young lady left the convent to rejoin her 
family." 

"What do you say?" Leon asked, 
utterly astounded. 

"The truth; for the sister porter as- 
sures me of the fact/' 

" In that case, I am off, too." 

"Why?" 

" What would you have me do here ?" 

And, not troubling himself further 
about his companion, the captain unfas- 
tened his horse and leaped on its back. 
Then, throwing his purse to the landlord, 
he said that he should see him again soon, 
and started at a gallop. 

" Hum 1" Crevel said, quite confounded ; 
" the devil's certainly in that feUow, or he 
has a slate loose. What a pace he rides at !'* 

And, after giving a last glance at the 
rider, who was disappearing round the 
corner of the square, the worthy landlord 
quietly bent his steps in the direction of 
his posada. 

" For all that, he is a good customer." 

11— jj 
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CHAPTER IX. 

ON THE SIERRA. 

The traveller who, proceeding south, 
leaves one fine morning the city of San- 
tiago, that magnificent capital of Chili 
which is destined ere long (if it be not 
destroyed by an earthquake, as has already 
happened twice), to become the finest city 
of South America, experiences — according 
as he belongs to one of the two classes of 
travellers called by Sterne positive or 
enthusiastic travellers — a sudden disillu- 
sion or a complete charm at the sight of 
the landscape spread out before him. 

In fact, for a radius of fifty or sixty 
leagues round the capital, the country 
ofiers, with but few differences, the same 
appearance as we meet with when we 
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traverse the smiling plains of Beauce, or 
the delicious province of Touraine, so 
poetically named the garden of France. 

On either side of wide and well-kept 
roads, lined with lofty trees, whose tufted 
crests meet and form a natural arch, wliich 
affords a shelter against the heat of the 
day, extend for an enormous distance vast 
fields covered with crops of wheat, harley, 
rice, and alfaja, and orchards filled with 
apple, pear, and peach trees, and all the 
other fruit trees which grow prolifically in 
these superb countries. On the horizon, 
upon hills exposed to the rising sun, 
countless patches of that vine which Chili 
alone has succeeded in cultivating, and 
which produces a wine higlily esteemed by 
connoisseurs, rejoice the eye which con- 
templates to satiety these enormous masses 
of gilded grapes destined to supply the 
whole of South America with wine. 

In the distance are seen on the prairies 
horses, mules, vicunas, viscachas, and 
llamas, wliich raise their head on the 
passage of the caravans, and regard the 
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travellers with their large eyes full of 
gentleness and intelligence. An infinite 
number of small streams wind with capri- 
cious turns through this country, which 
they fertilize, and their limpid and silvery 
track is covered with formidable bands of 
majestic, black-headed swans. 

But, after a journey of four days, when 
you leave the province of Santiago to 
enter that of Colchagua, the country as- 
sumes a more abrupt appearance. Tou 
can already begin to feel the rising of the 
ground which gradually reaches, with un- 
dulation upon undulation, the Cordilleras 
of the Andes. The soil, ruder to the eye 
and more rebellious to cultivation, although 
it has not yet completely acquired those 
sublime, savage beauties which, a few 
leagues further on, will cause the blessings 
of civilization to be forgotten, holds a mid 
place between that nature of which man 
has made a conquest, which he changes 
and modifies according to his caprices, 
and that invincible nature against which 
all his efforts are impotent, and which 
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victoriously retains the independence of 
its diversified, wild, and imposing scenery. 

It was the sixth day after that fixed 
for the journey projected by Greneral Don 
Juan, and on the road that runs from 
Currio to Talca, that at about midday, a 
large party of travellers composed of fif- 
teen men, both masters and peons, and 
three ladies whose features it was impos- 
sible to distinguish, as they were careful 
to conceal them so thoroughly under their 
rebozos, was advancing with difficulty, 
trying in vain to shelter themselves against 
the burning sunbeams which fell vertically. 

No shadow allowed the men or beasts 
to breathe for a moment ; there was not 
a single tree whose foliage might offer a 
little refreshment. Ahead of the horse- 
men a dozen mules, trotting one after 
the other, and each loaded with two 
heavy bales, followed with a firm step the 
bell of the yegua madrina, which alone 
had the privilege of marching at liberty, 
and with no burthen, at the head of the 
caravan. 
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All our trayellers^ armed to the teetb, 
rode in groups behind the mules, and 
were mounted on those capital Chilian 
horses which have no equals for speed,- 
and of which we might almost say that 
they are indefatigable. * 

The heat was stifling, and with the 
exception of the arrea mvla I uttered from 
time to time by the muleteers, in order to 
stimulate the vigour of the poor brutes, 
no one said a word. Nothing was audible 
save the sharp footfall of the animals 
echoing on the stones, and the clang of 
the heavy spurs which each rider had on 
his heels. 

The road wound round a vast quebrada 
along the brink of which it ran, growiug 
narrower every moment, which soon com- 
pelled the travellers to ride one by one, 
having on their right a precipice of more 
than twelve hundred yards in depth, down 
which the slightest slip on the part of 
their steeds might hurl them, and on their 
left a wall of granite rising perpendicu- 
larly to an incalculable height. Still this 
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precarious situation^ far from causing a 
feeling of terror among the persons of 
whom we are speakings seemed, on the 
contrary, to give them a sensation of un- 
definable comfort. 

This resulted from the fact that on this 
gorge the sun did not reach them, and 
they were able to refresh their lungs by 

• inhaling a little fresh air, which it had 
been impossible for them to do during the 
last three hours. Hence, without trou- 
bling themselves about the spot which 
they had reaphed, any more than if they 
had been in a forest glade, they threw off 
the folds in which they had wrapped 
themselves, in order to avoid the heat, 
and prepared to enjoy for a few minutes 
the truce which the sun had granted 
them. Gaiety had returned, the mule- 
teers were beginning to strike up those 
interminable complaints with which, if 

^ we may be allowed to use the expression, 
they seem to keep the mules in step, and 
the masters lit their paper cigarettes. 
They rode on thus for about half an hour. 
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and then^ after liaying followed the thou- 
sand windings of the mountains, the 
caravan came out upon an immense plain 
covered with a tall close grass, of a dark 
green hue, in which the horses disap- 
peared up to the chest, and on which 
clumps of trees grew at intervals. The 
mountains opened on the right and lefb 
like a fan, and displayed on the horizon 
their denuded and desolate crests. 

"Baya Pius, gentlemen," one of the 
horsemen said, as he spurred his horse 
and wiped his forehead ; " we shall halt 
within two hours." 

" I hope so, captain ; for I frankly con- 
fess to you that I am exhausted with 
fatigue." 

" Stay, Don Juan," the first of the two 
men continued, as he stretched out his 
hand in the direction they were following ; 
" do you perceive a little to the left that 
larch-tree wood stretching out at the foot 
of the mound, down which a torrent 
rushes ?" 

"Yes, yes, I see it, Senor Leon," the 



ON THE SIERRA. 17 1 

general, whom our readers have doubtless 
recognised, answered the captain of the 
smugglers. 

"Well, general, that is where we shaU 
camp to-night." 

" Heaven be praised !" a sweet maiden 
voice exclaimed, mingling in the conver- 
jsation ; " but are you not mistaken, Senor 
Captain, in saying that we shall not reach 
that spot before two hours ?" 

Leon eagerly turned his head, and re- 
plied, while accompanying his words with 
a look in which the love he felt was seen — 

" I have been about the mountains too 
long, Dona Maria, to be mistaken as to a 
thing so simple for us sons of the Sierra 
as a calculation of distance ; but if you 
feel too fatigued, Senorita, speak, and we 
will camp here." 

" Oh, no," the maiden quickly replied, 
" on the contrary, let us go on ; for the 
great heat has now passed, and the rising 
breeze is so agreeable, that I feel as if I 
could canter thus all night." 

Leon bent to his saddle-bow, and after 
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courteously saluting Dona Maria and the 
ladies with her, he hurried on and joined 
Diego, who was marching ahead, with 
his eye on the watch and a frown on his 
brow, in the attitude of a man who seems 
afraid he shall not find the traces which 
he is in search of; He had rejoined the 
caravan two days before, and as yet not a 
syllable had been exchanged between him 
and Leon : still the latter had noticed in 
the half-breed's countenance, since his 
arrival, an air of satisfaction, which proved 
that he had succeeded in his plans. 

And yet, though Dona Maria was riding 
a few yards from him, had Diego brought 
the two young people together according 
to his promises ? Evidently not ; since 
at the hour when the Vaquero left Leon, 
the young lady arrived under the safe- 
guard of one of her father's servants. 
Hence the half-breed's satisfaction must 
be attributed to some other motive. 

While Leon was striving to divine it — 
while curiously examining his friend's 
slightest gesture, let us relate, in a few 
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words, what had taken place between the 
captain and the Soto-Mayor family during 
the six days which had elapsed since his 
visit to the Convent of the Purissima 
Conception. Eetuming at full speed, 
Leon reached the Eio Claro during the 
night, and after two or three hours' re- 
pose among the smugglers, he started at 
the head of his men for the general's 
country-house, where the persons whom 
he had engaged to escort as far as Val- 
divia were awaiting him. 

At the moment when Leon entered the 
drawing-room to announce that the mules 
and horses were ready to start, a loud 
exclamation burst from a young lady 
whom the captain's eyes had been greedily 
seeking ever since his entrance into the 
house. It was Maria, who recognised 
her saviour. 

Not one of the persons present, who 
were engaged with the final preparations 
for the start, noticed the cry of surprise 
uttered by the maiden. Leon at once 
felt it echo to his heart, and a flash of joy 
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escaping from his glanee illuminated 
Maria's sonl. In the space of a second 
they both understood that they were 
loved. 

The journey they were about to un- 
dertake appeared to them a more splendid 
' festival tiian their imagination could con- 
ceive. They had scarce hoped to see each 
other again, and they were about to live 
side by side for a week. Was not this 
such perfect happiness that it seemed a 
miracle? 

An hour later, the young couple were 
riding along together. Although the 
captain was obliged to remain pretty con- 
stantly at the head of the small party 
which he commanded, he seized the slight- 
est excuse to get near Maria, who, forget- 
ting everything else in this world, kept 
her eyes incessantly fixed on this man, 
the mere sight of whom caused her heart 
to beat. And there was no lack of ex- 
cuses : at one moment he must encourage 
by a shout or a signal the young lady's 
horse which was checking its speed ; at 
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another he mast recommend her to guard 
herself against a whirlwind of dust, or 
remove a stone from her horse's hoof. 
And Maria ever thanked him with a smile 
of indescribable meaning. 

As he was obliged, in order not to ex- 
cite suspicion, to pay similar attention to 
the Senora Soto-Mayor and her other 
daughter, the smuggler's manner delighted 
the general, who applauded himself with 
all his heart for having laid his hand on 
such a polite and attentive man. 

During the first night's bivouac, Leon 
managed for a few moments to leave the 
rest of the party and approach Maria, 
who was admiring the magnificent spec- 
tacle which the moonlight offered, by 
casting its opaline rays over the lofty 
trees which surrounded the spot where 
they had halted. 

" Senorita," he said to her, in a voice 
trembling with emotion, " do you not fear 
lest the fresh night-breeze may injure your 
health?" 

" Thanks, Senor Leon," the maiden 
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replied ; *' I am about to return to camp, 
but the night is so long that I cannot 
weary of admiring this superb landscape. 
I am so happy in contemplating all that 
I see around me." 

" Then you do not regret your abode in 
the convent, Senorita?" 

" Eegret it ! when I feel as if God had 
wished to inundate my heart with all the 
joy which it can feel ! Oh, Caballero, you 
do not think so. But why do you say it 
tome?'* 

" Forgive me,*' Leon continued, notic- 
ing the expression of sorrow which had 
suddenly overclouded the maiden's fea- 
tures ; " the fact is, that my thoughts ever 
revert to the moment when I saw you, pale 
and dumb with terror, leave the ranks of 
the nuns of the Purissima Conception." 

" Oh, speak not so ; and since Heaven 
has permitted that I should leave those 
convent walls to see you again, do not 
remind me that I must soon return to' 
them, to remain there till death liberates 
me from them." 
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" What !" Leon exclaimed, " see you 
again and then lose you! Oh, forgive 
me, Senorita, forgive my speaking to you 
thus ; but I am mad, and sorrow renders 
me distracted." 

"What do you say?" 

" Nothing ! nothing ! Senorita : forget 
what I may of said to you, but believe 
that if T were called on to sacrifice my 
life to save you any pain, however slight 
in its nature, I would do so at a moment," 
said Leon. 

Maria replied, raising her eyes to 
heaven, " God is my witness that the 
words which you have just uttered will 
never pass from my mind : but as I told 
you, I am happy now, and when the con- 
vent gate has again closed on me, I shall 
have neither pain nor sorrow to endure, 
for I shall die." 

A dull cry burst from Leon's breast ; 
he looked at the maiden, who was smiling 
calmly and tranquilly. 

" And now," she said to Leon, '' I will 
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join my sister again, for I fancy I am be- 
ginning to be chilled/* 

And hurriedly proceeding to the tent, 
under which the principal members of her 
family were assembled, she left Leon to 
his thoughtei. From this moment, Leon 
abandoned himself with delight to the 
irresistible charm of the love which he felt 
for Maria. This man, with the nerves of 
steel, who had witnessed the most terrible 
scenes without turning pale, who with a 
smile on his lips had braved the greatest 
dangers, found himself without the 
strength to combat the strange feeUng 
which had unconsciously settled in his 
heart. Hitherto squandering his youth's 
energy in wild saturnalia, Leon felt for 
the first time in his life that he loved, and 
he did not question the future, reserved 
for a passion whose issue could not be 
favourable. 

Still, and although illusion was almost 
impossible, the young man, with that want 
of logic of love which seems to grow in 
proportion to the insurmountable obsta- 
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cles opposed to it, yielded to the torrent 
which bore him away, confiding to chance, 
which may at any moment effect a mi- 
racle. 

In addition to the numberless obstacles 
which Leon might expect to find on the 
road, Diego's plans of vengeance alarmed 
him more than all the rest. He knew 
that the half-breed's wUl did not recoil 
before any excess ; that if he had resolved 
to avenge himself on the Soto-Mayor fa- 
mily, no power would be strong enough 
to prevent him. Hence a shudder passed 
through Leon's veins when he was rejoined 
by Diego, and the latter, on perceiving 
Leon, had said to him — 

" The girl you love is near you without 
any interference on my part; all the better, 
brother, it is your duty to watch over her 
henceforth, and I will take charge of the 
others." 

Leon was about to open his mouth to 
reply, but a look from the half-breed 
caused the words to expire on his lips. 
The read^ now knows why the captain, 

12— a 
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after saluting the ladies, started to place 
himself at the head of the band and watch 
Diego. 

The sun was on the point of disappear- 
ing upon the horizon when the party 
reached the wood which Leon had indi- 
cated to Don Juan as the spot where 
they would pass the night. All halted, 
and the preparations for camping were 
made. 

In Chili, and generally throughout 
South America, you do not find on the 
roads that infinite number of inns and 
hostelries which encumber ours, and 
where travellers are so pitilessly plun- 
dered. In these countries, which are 
almost deserted, owing to the tyrannical 
rule of the Spaniards and the philan- 
thi;opy of the English, this is how people 
behave in order to obtain rest after a 
long day's journey. 

The travellers choose the spot which 
appears to them most suitable, generally 
on the banks of a river, the mules are 
unloaded, and they are left for the night 
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to their own instincts, which never deceive 
them and enable them to find pasture. 
The bales are placed upon one another in 
a circle of sixty or eighty feet; in the 
middle of this enclosure a large fire is lit 
and carefully kept up in order to keep 
wild beasts at bay, and each man placing 
his weapons by his side arranges himself 
to pass the night as comfortably as he 
can. 

Our travellers installed themselves in 
the way we have described, with this dis- 
tinction, that as General Soto-Mayor had 
a tent among his baggage, the peons put 
it up in the centre of the camp, and as it 
was divided in two parts, it formed sleep- 
ing rooms for Don Juan, his wife, and his 
daughters. After a supper of jerked beef 
and ham, the muleteers, wearied with 
their day's journey, took a glance around 
to see that all was in order, and then lay 
down, with the exception of one who 
remained up as sentry. 

Diego, Leon, and the Soto-Mayor family 
were sitting round the fire and talking of 
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the distance they still had to go before 
reaching their destination. In these 
countries there is no twilight, and the 
supper was hardly over before it became 
pitch dark. 

" Miguel V the general said to a peon 
standing close behind him, *' give me the 
bota." 

The peon fetched a large goat-skin, 
which might contain some fifteen quarts, 
and was full of rum. 

"Gentlemen!" the general continued, 
addressing the smugglers, "be kind 
enough to taste this rum ; it is a present 
made me by General Saint Martin, in 
memory of the battle of Maypa, in which 
I was wounded while charging a Spanish 
square." 

The bota passed from hand to hand, 
while the ladies, seated on carpets, were 
sipping water and smoking their cigar- 
ettes. 

"It is excellent," said Leon, after 
swallowing a mouthful; "it is real Ja- 
maica." 
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" I am delighted that it pleases you," 
Don Juan continued, kindly; "for in 
that case, you will not refuse to accept 
this bota, which will remind you of our 
journey when we have separated." 

" Oh !" Leon exclaimed, casting a fiery 
look at Maria, whose cheeks turned 
purple, "I shall remember it, believe 
me, and I thank you sincerely for this 
present." 

" Say no more about it, pray, my dear 
captain ; and tell me whether you think 
we are still far from Talca." 

" By starting early to-morrow we shall 
be by ten in the forenoon at the mountain 
of Amehisto, and two hours later at Talca." 

" So soon ?" Maria murmured. 

Leon looked at the maiden, and there 
was a silence ; the general calculated the 
distance that separated Talca from Yal- 
divia, the ladies smoked, and Diego was 
deep in thought. Suddenly the sound of 
galloping horses could be heard, the sound 
soon grew louder, and the sentry shouted, 
"Who goes there?" 
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In a second everybody was up, the men 
leaped to their weapons, and the ladies, 
by Leon's orders, went into the tent to 
lie down on the ground and remain per- 
fectly motionless. No one had answered 
the sentry's challenge. 

" "Who goes there ?" he repeated, as he 
cocked his piece. 

" Amigos !" a powerful voice answered, 
which re-echoed in the silence of the 
night. 

Every heart beat anxiously; a dozen 
horsemen could be noticed moving in the 
darkness about thirty yards off; but the 
gloom was so dense that it was impossible 
to recognise them, or know with whom 
they had to deal. 

" Say what you want or I fire," the 
sentry shouted for the third time, as he 
levelled his piece. 

"Down with your arms, friends," the 
same voice, still perfectly calm, repeated ; 
" I am Don Pedro Sallazar." 

"Yes! yes!" the general exclaimed, 
joyfully, as he threw down his gun, " I 
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recognise him : let Don Pedro enter, my 
friends." 

Four men hastily removed some bales 
to make a passage for the officer who en- 
tered the camp, while his escort remained 
outside. The general stepped forward to 
meet the new-comer. 

" How is it you are here ?" he asked 
him. " I fancied you were at Santiago." 

" Tou will soon learn," Pedro replied, 
" for I have important communications to 
make to you. But first permit me to give 
some instructions to the men who accom- 
pany me." 

Then turning to his soldiers, he said, 
"Cabo Lopez, take care that no one 
leaves the camp, and post yourself here, 
and try to be on good terms with the 
worthy persons here present." 

" Yes, general," the corporal answered, 
with a bow. 

"What? general!" Don Juan asked, 
with surprise. " Are you really a general, 
my dear Don Pedro ?" 

" I will explain all that to you," Don 
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Pedro replied, with a smile ; ^* in the 
meanwhile, however, lead me to your 
tent, for what I have to communicate to 
you does not require any witnesses." 

"Certainly; and' make haste, that I 
may present you to these ladies, who will 
be agreeably surprised at seeing you." 

Don Pedro bowed, and followed the 
general, who led him into the tent where 
the ladies had taken refuge in apprehen- 
sion of an attack. During this time the 
smugglers did the honours of the camp 
to the soldiers with all the courtesy they 
were capable of displaying under such cir- 
cumstances. At the end of a quarter of 
an hour they fraternized in the most cor- 
dial way, thanks to the aguardiente of 
Pisco, with which the lanceros were 
abundantly provided. 
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CHAPTEE X. 

INSIDE THE TENT. 

When the alarm was given by the sentry, 
Diego, usually so prompt to go and meet 
danger, rose caatiously, and without 
making a single gesture which could re- 
veal any anxiety, stood leaning on his rifle 
with a smile on his lips. So soon as the 
Spaniards had disappeared in the tent, 
Leon turned to him with an inquiring 
glance, which the latter only replied to by 
a very careless nod. 

" Did you know, then, that we should 
meet Don Pedro?" 

" I presumed so," Diego replied, laco- 
nically. 

" In truth, for some days past, brother," 
said Leon, " things have occurred of which 
you keep the secret to yourself." 

"What are they?" 
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" In the first place, this journey which 
you consented to make with the Soto- 
Mayor family as far as Valdivia." 

" What, you complain of it, and your 
beauty is with you ?" 

" Certainly not ; but after all, we have 
nothing to do at Valdivia." 

" You are right, if you are referring to 
our commercial trips ; but as regards my 
personal interests," the half-breed added, 
his large eyes flashing in the darkness, 
" the case is very different." 

" What do you mean ?" 

"That we must go there because we 
are expected there. However, if you wish 
to know more, come, and you will see that 
the two days I spent in Valparaiso were 
put to good purpose," 

And leading his friend, and warning 
him to be silent, he cautiously passed to 
the other side of the tent. On reaching 
that point, Diego lay down on the ground, 
invited Leon to imitate him, and gently 
raising a corner of the tent, he listened to 
what was being said inside. 
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" We are doing wrong," said Leon. 

"Silence," the other replied, "and 
listen." 

The captain obeyed, and looked at the 
persons who were conversing, while not 
losing one of the words which they inter- 
changed. 

"I cannot imagine," said Don Juan, 
" how it is that you, whom I fancied at 
Santiago, are now only a few leagues from 
Talca." 

"It is because a good many strange 
things have happened since my arrival in 
that city." 

" What are they ?" asked Inez, whose 
curiosity was aroused. 

" Speak, Don Pedro, I implore you," 
said Don Juan in his turn. 

"I will do so, general. The Chilian 
government, which, as you are aware, is 
unable to cope with the incessant in- 
vasions of the Araucano Indians, reluct- 
antly agreed to treat with them, and 
supply them annually with necessaries, 
such as corn, tools, and weapons which 
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they might have need of. At various 
times, however, it attempted to shake off 
this disgraceful yoke ; and the Indians, 
beaten and dispersed in various encoun- 
ters, appeared to comprehend how ridicu- 
lous these claims were, and have refrained, 
during the last two years, from claiming 
the tribute, and making incursions into 
the territory of the republic. Hence, 
what was our astonishment when, four 
days ago, we saw arrive at Santiago a 
dozen Indian bravos in their war-paint, 
who marched haughtily in Indian file, and 
proceeded with the silence that charac- 
terizes them toward the Government 
Palace. 

" ' What do you want ?' the ofl&cer of 
the guard asked them at the moment 
when they passed through the gates. 

" ' Art thou a chief?' one of the Indians 
replied, who appeared to exercise a certain 
authority over the rest. 

" ' Yes,' the officer replied, without 
hesitation. 

''^Maitai,' said the Indian, 'tell our 



INSIDE THE TENT. 191 

great white father that his Indian sons of 
the P^re Mapoii have held a great de- 
liberation round the council fire, at the 
end of which they resolved to send him a 
deputation of twelve warriors, chosen 
from the twelve great Molucho nations, 
in order that the dissensions which have, 
up to this day, reigned between our great 
white father and his Indian sons may be 
eternally extinguished, and the war- 
hatchet buried so deeply in the earth 
that it can never be found again/ 

" The officer then informed the Presi- 
dent of the EepubKc of the strange 
visitors who had arrived; and, as the 
senate was assembled, orders were at once 
given to introduce the Indians with all 
the respect due to their ambassadorial 
quality, and the lofby mission with which 
they were entrusted. 

" When the twelve envoys entered the 
Senate Hall, which was splendidly deco- 
rated and filled with officers dressed in 
magnificent uniforms, they did not appear 
at all dazzled by the sight of this un- 
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expected pomp; they slowly advanced 
toward the foot of the dais on which the 
President of the Bepublic was standing 
to receive them, and after bowing they 
folded their arms on their chests and 
waited. 

" ' My Indian sons are welcome/ the 
President said, in a soffc and insinuating 
voice. 

. " ' My father is a great chief,* the 
Indian who had hitherto spoken replied. 

* Guatechu will protect him because he 
is good.' 

" The President bowed his thanks. 
'* ' What do my Indian sons desire ?* 
he asked. 

" ' The Ulmens,' the orator resumed, 

* assembled in the seventh moon of this 
year round the council fire and asked 
themselves the following questions : — 

" ' Why are not our white fathers satis- 
fied with the possession of the lands 
which we left to them on the sea- 
shore ? 

" ' Why do they refuse to pay us the 
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tribute they consented to, as they have 
done up to this day ? 

" ' Why, instead of kindly treating the 
Indians whom they capture, do they use 
them cruelly? 

" * Why, lastly, do they wish to compel 
the sons of Bheman to renounce the faith 
of their fathers ?' 

"You can understand," Don Pedro 
continued, "' the amazement produced in 
the minds of the senate by the Indian's 
speech, which demanded the establish- 
ment of the Chilian frontiers, the pay- 
ment of the impost, and the liberation of 
the plundering and vagabond Indians. 
Only one reply was possible, a pure and 
simple refusal. This was given; but 
then the Indian, whose stoicism had not 
failed him for a single instant, drew, 
without a word, a packet from under his 
poncho and laid it on the dais at the Pre- 
sident's feet. It was a bundle of arrows, 
whose points were dipped in blood, and 
which were fastened together by a cas- 
cabel's skin, 
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" Then, taking advantage of the general 
stupor, the ambassadors withdrew, and 
when, a quarter of an hour later, the 
President ordered them to be pursued, it 
was too late ; they appeared to have be- 
come suddenly invisible/' 

" Why, it is war," the old general sud- 
denly interrupted, who had been listening 
with sustained attention to Don Pedro's 
narrative ; " war with the Indians." 

" Yes ; a war such as they carry on, 
without truce or mercy, and which, in- 
credible to relate, has already begun." 

" What?" said Don Juan. 

" Alas ! yes ; two hours after the strange 
disappearance of the Indians, a courier 
reached Santiago at full gallop, announcing 
that the Araucanos, more than fifty thou- 
sand in number, had crossed the Bio-Bio, 
and were firing and destroying aU the 
villages up to the gates of Valdivia, while 
another band had arrived under the very 
walls of Forts Araucos and Incapel. 

*' On hearing this news, the President 
of the Eepublic offered me the command 
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of the province of Valdivia, while ordering 
me at the same time to explore the neigh- 
bourhood of Talca. I eagerly accepted, 
and set out with the rank of general, 
following at only a few hours* interval 
your son Don Juan, who has received 
orders to defend Incapel." 

" What, Don Juan !" the Senorita 
Soto-Mayor interrupted. 

"Yes, your son^ madam, or, if you 
prefer it, Lieutenant-Colonel Don Juan, 
for he, too, has received the reward due 
to his merit ; but, now that I think of it, 
he must have passed in the vicinity, and I 
am surprised that you have not seen him, 
for as he was aware of your departure for 
Valdivia, he hoped, like myself, to meet 
you on the road." 

"It is probable," the old gentleman 
remarked, " that he passed at a distance 
during one of your night halts ; and^yet 
we have not left the usual road." 

"Oh," said Inez, "I am very sorry 
that my brother was unable to embrace us 
before proceeding to his post." 

IS—z 
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" I regret it, too, my child ; bnt he did 
well in avoiding a meeting with us, if the 
time he might have given ns could be 
employed in making speed. The duty of 
a soldier is superior to family joys. As 
for you, Don Pedro, though the news you 
have brought us is afflicting to the heart 
of a Chilian, I thank you for having 
come to inform me, and I implore you to 
continue your journey, while we make 
sincere vows for the success of your 
arms." 

" I thank you, general ; but I can re- 
main with you without any inconvenience. 
As I told you I am marching at easy 
stages, in order to assure myself of the 
state of the roads as far as Yaldivia, and 
if you intend to continue your journey as 
far as that town, I will ask your permis- 
sion to join your party with my men." 

"Most willingly. My plan is most 
assuredly to go to Valdivia, and as we 
are close to Talca, it would be folly to turn 
back." 

" Pardon me, general, if I insist, but 
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it is because I have not yet told you all 
you ought to know." 

And Don Pedro seemed to hesitate 
before progeeding. 

"Speak, speak," the general and his 
wife said in chorus ; " what is it ?" 

"If the reports which have reached 
Santiago are correct, the Indians have 
plundered and burnt your fine hacien- 
das between the Bio-Bio and the Val- 
divia." 

" It is the fortune of war," Don Juan 
answered in a hollow voice ; " and if I 
have only that misfortune to deplore, I 
shall console myself." 

"It is also stated," Don Pedro con- 
tinued, anxious to finish the sad story he 
was telling, "that your brother Don 
Luis has been utterly ruined by a band 
of Indian bravos, who suddenly attacked 
his estates with fire and sword, and devas- 
tated them." 

General Soto-Mayor had remained mo- 
tionless on hearing of the misfortune 
which personally affected him, but on 
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learning that which had assailed his 
brother, he could not restrain the indig- 
nation which he felt against those of 
whom he was the victim. 

'' Oh, these villains ! these villains !" he 
exclaimed, stamping his foot passionately ; 
" will they never be weary of persecuting 
my unhappy family ? Oh, you know not, 
my children, what this accursed race is, 
these Indians ! Oh, why cannot I crush 
to the last of the impious cowards who 
have done me so much injury? Don 
Pedro, fight them, make them perish in 
the most cruel tortures, and bid my son 
remember that the Soto-Mayors have 
ever been the implacable foes of these 
obstinate demons ; let him avenge his 
family, since the sword, of his father is 
now in his hands." 

The old man was suffering from an 
Imitation impossible to describe, his face 
was covered with a sallow pallor, and a 
nervous tremor agitated his limbs. The 
remembrance of all the hatreds of former 
days was rekindled in his heart. The 
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ladies, terrified at the state in which he 
was, strove to calm him. 

*'0h, you are right," Don Juan said, a 
moment later; "I did wrong to break 
out thus in empty words, for throughout 
the wide republic of Chili there will be 
no want of arms to crush my enemies 
under their blows, and since a Soto- 
Mayor is fighting, I ought rather to 
bless heaven for not allowing me to die 
ere I had seen the triumph of my race. 
My brother has recovered, you say, Don 
Pedro ; hence it is more than ever my duty 
to go to him and console him, and ofier him 
one half of what is left to me. I am still 
rich enough to relieve one of my family." 

iK « « « « 

"Come," Diego said at this moment 
to Leon, making him a sign to rise ; " you 
have heard enough." 

" Oh !" the young man exclaimed, sor- 
rowfully, "all this is frightful." 

"Why so?" the half-breed said. "As 
tlpie old man remarked, it is the fortune of 
war." 
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«Oh,m.fRtedfamayr 

" To which do you allude ? — ^to mine 
or that man's? Yes/' he added^ with, 
a terrible accent, " unhappy is the family 
which, bom to command millions of men, 
finds itself reduced to wander about with- 
out shelter or friend amoug its enemies. 
Is that what you are pitying, brother ?" 

** Forgive me, Diego. I swore to help 
your vengeance because it is just, so dis- 
pose of me." 

" Good !" 

" But why stoop so low as to wish to 
torture women?" Leon continued; 
"would the noble lion murder timid 
hares ? Avenge yourself on men, face to 
face, chest to chest, but not on women." 

" Leon, the woman who loves my bro- 
ther is my sister, and she shall be happy 
and respected, because in exchange my 
brother has left me at liberty to dispose 
of the others. Eemember that a Tahi- 
Mari was the brother of Mikaa, and that 
the mistress of Don Euiz de Soto-Mayor, 
was the wife of a Tahi-Mari." 
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" Enough, brother ; I remember, it." 

The two men had returned {to the 
middle of the camp, and were now walk- 
ing side by side ; a deep silence had fol- 
lowed the last words of the smuggler 
captain. It was hardly nine in the even- 
ing; the night was calm; thousands 
of stars glittered in the azure of the 
celestial vault, spreading over the 
peaks of the mountains which bor- 
dered the horizon a vaporous light; 
the moon shone brilliantly, and a 
light breeze made the leaves of the large 
palm-trees that surrounded the camp 
rustle. 

Suddenly a shrill whistle traversed the 
air : Diego started, stretched out his head, 
and with his eyes fixed on the distance, 
listened attentively. 

" It is a coral snake !" Leon exclaimed, 
as he looked round him with instinctive 
terror. 

A few seconds passed and another 
whistle was heard in the same direction, 
but nearer. 
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*' It is a coral snal;p, I tell you," Leon 
repeated. 

" Silence !" said Diego, seizing his arm. 

And taking from his lips the cigarette 
which he was smoking, the half-breed 
shook off the ash, and threw it in the air, 
where it described a luminous parabola; 
then he turned to his iriend. 

" Come with me," he said to him. 

"Whereto?" 

"There," Diego replied, pointing to 
the wood, in front of which the camp was 
pitched. 

"What to dor 

" Tou will learn." 

" But they ?" Leon said, hesitatingly, as 
he pointed to the tent in which the Soto- 
Mayor family was assembled. 

" Be at rest." 

"But really '' 

"The moment has arrived, brother," 
Diego said, fixing his flashing eyes on the 
young man ; " I have need of you." 

" In that case I am ready," 

"Thanks, brother." 
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And the two smugglers, forcing a pas- 
sage through the trunks and hales which 
formed the outer wall of the camp, dis- 
appeared unseen hy the sentry, andhuried 
themselves in the tall grass. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

THE SONS OF THE TORTOISE. 

After walking for about ten minutes the 
two smugglers stopped ; then Diego, look- 
ing around him inquiringly, imitated the 
whistle which had served as a signal to 
him, with such perfection that Leon at 
the first moment could not refrain from 
starting, although he knew it was his 
friend who had uttered it. Almost at tjie 
same instant, an Indian in full war-paint 
rose before them: with his motionless 
body carelessly leaning on his rifle, he 
contemplated them silently, doubtless 
waiting to be addressed. 

He was a man of about thirty years of 
age, of a height exceeding six feet, per- 
fectly proportioned in all his limbs, and 
who offered the true type of Indian beauty 
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— strength united to elegance of figure : 
his solidly attached and muscular limbs 
seemed to possess incredible elasticity 
and suppleness; his forehead was lofty 
and open; his eyes, covered by thick 
brows and fringed with long lashes, were 
black, piercing, and restless; his bent 
nose, and his handsomely chiselled mouth, 
lined with teeth of dazzling whiteness, 
produced an ensemble really stamped with 
grandeur, but slightly obscured by the 
expression of pride, disdain, and cunning, 
which animated his countenance. 

No tattooing disfigured his face, which 
was of a dark copper colour. His dress 
was extremely simple ; his long black hair, 
drawn up and fastened on the top of his 
head by a thong made of a snake-skin, 
fell in large curls on his shoulders, while 
an eagle's feather placed on the side indi- 
cated his rank as chief. He was wrapped 
up in a poncho, and through the girdle 
which served to hold up the wide drawers 
which fell to his knees, were passed an axe, 
a machete, an ox-horn, which served as a 
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powder-flask, and a bullet-bag of llama- 
skin. His 1^ were covered with boots 
of ox-bide, unassailable by the bites of the 
reptiles so dangerous in these countries, 
round which he wore human scalp-locks 
as garters. A second poncho, much wider 
and larger than the other, fell carelessly 
from his right shoulder to the ground, 
and was employed as a mantle. On seeing 
the Indian, Diego waved his hand, and said 
to him — 

" My brother is welcome.'* 

The Indian bowed without repljring. 

" What does my brother desire ?" Diego 
continued. 

" Iskarre is growing on the holy Ina- 
pere and the hour has arrived;- all the 
Molucho warriors are assembled ; is the 
descendant of the great Tahi-Mari ready 
to answer his brothers ?'* 

"My brother will guide me," Diego 
replied, without any further remark. 

" Matai ! my brother can come, then, 
and he will see the great Molucho chiefs." 

While uttering these words the Indian 
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looked at Leon with marked suspicion, 
but whether that he did not dare question 
Diego about him, or expected an explana- 
tion from the latter, he resolved to show 
the road to the two men. The further he 
advanced the thicker the wood became, 
but the Indian marched lightly, without 
any hesitation, and like a man perfectly 
acquainted with the locality. Turning 
his head repeatedly to the right and left, 
he examined the thickets and clumps of 
trees, and after half an hour of this rapid 
and silent march he halted. They had 
reached the entrance of a vast clearing, 
in the centre of which some forty men 
were assembled ; the Indian made the 
smugglers a sign not to advance, and 
went off with the straightness of an arrow 
in the direction of the Indians. A strange 
spectacle was then offered to Leon. 

The Indians were smoking round a 
large fire, whose reddish glare illumined 
them, and a dozen huts of boughs, hastily 
constructed, proved that this temporary 
encampment was not a mere night halt. 
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A few Indians walked up and down be- 
fore these huts, while others, rifle in hand, 
seemed to be guarding two European 
prisoners, whose features the distance 
and scene prevented the smugglers 
from distinguishing, and who were lying 
at the foot of a tree with their limbs 
bound. 

The Indian who had guided Diego and 
Leon went up to those of his brothers 
who seemed to be the oldest, and spoke 
to them with great animation. They soon 
rose and entered a hut, and then came out 
again almost immediately, addressing a 
few words to the men who were guarding 
the prisoners. The latter raised the 
Europeans from the ground and carried 
them into the hut. 

"All this is inexplicable," Leon said 
to his companion ; " what mean these 
comings and goings ? — who are the two 
men being dragged away ?" 

And he made a movement as if to rush 
forward. 

" Do not stir," Diego exclaimed, as he 
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held him back : " no imprudence, for the 
slightest movement would ruin us; do 
you not know that we are surrounded by 
invisible watchers? * Know that behind 
every one of the trees that surround us is 
hidden a man, whose eye is fixed upon us." 

Leon made no reply, but continued to 
observe, till their Indian guide reap- 
peared. 

" My brothers will follow me," he said, 
so soon as he was a few steps from the 
smugglers. 

They bowed and obeyed; and Long- 
scalp led them right down the clearing, 
and introduced them into the most spa- 
cious hut. It to some extent resembled 
a beehive,, except that its base was square, 
and might be thirty feet in depth, by the 
same in width. The narrow, low door 
only allowed passage for one man at a 
time, and he was obliged to stoop. In 
the roof a hole was made for the smoke 
which escaped from a fire of dried 
branches that occupied the centre of the 
hut. 

VOL. I. 14 
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Twelve or fourteen Indiand, gravely 
squatting on their heels, smoked while 
listening in the most religious silence ta 
a Sayotkatta, who could he easily re- 
cognised hy his pacific costume, which 
consisted of a long white dress of llama 
hair, fastened round his hips by a blue 
and red girdle. His hair, parted on his 
forehead, fell on his neck, and he wore on 
his head a species of diadem composed of 
a gold fillet surmounted by an image re- 
presenting a tortoise supporting the sun. 
His features, though grave and stem, had 
something gentle and majestic about them 
which inspired respect. 

It was he who pointed out to Diego 
and Leon a place at the fire, and without 
appearing to pay any further attention to 
the new-comers, he began speaking, all 
raising their eyes to him. 

" At the beginning of ages," he said, 
in a guttural and marked voice, "when 
Guatechu only reigned over the chaos of 
worlds, there existed but six men, who, 
tossed about by the winds, wandered on 
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t^ie btoks of clouds, which allowed them 
to soar over the immensity of space. 
These men were sad, because they under- 
stood that their race was accursed and 
could not be perpetuated. 

"One day, when they met, they all 
passed on to the same cloud, and held 
counsel, in order to arrange a plan for 
avoiding such a misfortune. For a long 
time they had been talking together and 
proposing measures one more impracti- 
cable than the other, when suddenly 
Mayoba appeared in the midst of them. 
He gazed at them for a moment in silence, 
then an ironical smile curled his upper 
lip, and he said to them, in a voice that 
resembled the hoarse howling of a distant 
storm — 

" ' What you are seeking exists ; choose 
the bravest and handsomest from among 
you, for he alone can attempt the adven- 
ture: let him go to Paradise, where he 
will find Ataentsic, the woman ; it is she 
who will prevent your race from perish- 
ing, and that is the reason why Ghiatechu 
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keeps her far from you, in order that you 
may perish, for he repents having made 
you/ 

" After uttering these words Mayoba 
disappeared with a burst of savage and 
shrill laughter, which caused the men to 
shudder with terror. Our first fathers 
held another council, and pointed out 
one among them, the handsomest and 
whitest among them, of the name of 
Hoquaho, to go and conquer Ataentsic. 

"Hoquaho accepted the mission en- 
trusted to him, and aided by his five 
companions, he piled up the clouds on 
each other in order to scale Paradise: 
but, in spite of all their efforts, the dis- 
tance seemed ever to remain the same, 
and they began to despair of succeeding 
in this bold enterprise on seeing the in- 
utility of their eftbrts, when the birds of 
heaven that had followed their move- 
ments anxiously had pity on them, and 
forming into a compact flock, made a con- 
venient seat for Hoquaho, whom they 
bore away on their wings. 
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" On reaching Paradise, Hoquaho con- 
cealed himself behind a tree opposite the 
wigwam in which Ataentsic was, and he 
waited till she came out, as she was 
accustomed to do every morning, to go 
and draw water at the spring. As soon 
as she appeared, he went up to her and 
offered her some grizzly bear's-grease to 
eat, of which he had laid in a stock. 

"The woman, surprised and charmed 
by the appearance of Hoquaho, easily let 
herself be seduced, and they soon came 
to a perfect understanding ; but Guatechu 
soon perceived what had happened, and 
furious at seeing his plans overthrown by 
the fault of a woman, he expelled the 
two unhappy beings from Paradise, and 
hurled them into space. 

" They fell thus for nine days and nine 
nights, imploring, but in vain, the mercy 
of Guatechu, for he had stopped up his 
ears with wax, and did not hear. At 
length a tortoise took pity on the wretched 
couple, and placed itself under their feet 
to stop the fearful fall. Then the otters. 
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cayonans, and sea-Bsh went to the bottom 
of the waters to fetch clay, which they 
brought up and fixed all round the shell of 
the tortoise, and thus they formed a small 
island, which gradually increased through 
their incessant labour, and ended by form- 
ing the earth such as you see it at present. 

" Thus, sons of Hoquaho, the first man, 
you come," said the Sayotkatta, in con- 
clusion, " to respect and adore Chemiin, 
who is the soul of the world, and the 
centre of the universe, which his shell 
alone supports and enables to float in 
immensity." 

" Matai !" cried the Indians, inflamed by 
their priest's narrative, " Chemiin Anion 
(the Tortoise-sun) is the master of the 
world." 

The Sayotkatta hung his head on his 
breast, and throwing over his eyes the 
comer of the ample poncho which floated 
from his shoulders, he remained plunged 
in deep meditation.^ After this a gloomy 
silence fell upon this strange assembly. 
Then an Indian, whose great age was in- 
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dicated by his noble but worn features, 
aad his long grey hair, took np a calumet 
full of tobacco, lit it at the fire, took a 
few whiffs, and passed it to his right- 
hand neighbour, who did the same. The 
calumet thus went round the circle till it 
returned to the old Indian, who seemed 
to preside over the meeting. 

He finished the tobacco, and when the 
last grain was consumed, shook the ash 
out on his hand, and threw it in the 
fire, saying — 

" This is the supreme council at which 
the great Molucho chiefs are present. 
May Agrikoue come to our assistance, 
for the war-hatchet is dug up, and the 
Sons of the Tortoise are about to re- 
capture their territory, unjustly invaded 
by the pale faces." 

" May Agrikou^ aid us !" the Indians 
repeated. 

" Which are the nations," the old man 
continued, "ready to take part in the 
struggled 

Then one of the Indians spoke in reply , 
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" The Tecoitles of the Curuhi, whose 
hunting-ground extends from the town 
of Valparaiso to the G^ulf of Guapatika> 
has raised the war-cry, and six thousand 
fighting men have answered his appeaL 
I have spoken/' 

Another spoke as follows — 

" The Tecuitles of the Huiliches ha^ 
assembled seven thousand warriors.'* 
• Then another said in his turn — 

''Four thousand Oumas are awaiting 
the signal." 

" Ten thousand Puelches are ready to 
utter the war-cry," said a fourth. 

"Eight thousand Tehuels are under 
arms," continued another. 

After the chief who had last spoken 
rose a man whose features had a singular 
blending of the European and Indian 
tribe. In fact, his tribe was descended 
from the crews of three Spanish ships, 
who, having mutinied, abandoned their 
officers, and landed on the American coast, 
where they settled. By degrees they 
became allied with the Indians, whose 
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religion and customs they adopted, and 
multiplied to such an extent as to form a 
trihe. 

"The Aigueles," he said, "have five 
thousand warriors round the war-stake." 

" My brothers the Ulmens have done 
well," the president replied, "and the 
great confederation will be complete; 
nearly all the nations have risen, and 
Guatechu will give us the victory. The 
Moluchos count thirty thousand warriors, 
who, with twenty-five thousand of the 
sacred tribe of the great Toltoru, have 
passed the Bio-Bio, and are encamped on 
the banks of the Valdivia : one nation, 
however, has not sent a deputy to the great 
council, and the valiant Jaos alone are not 
represented here." 

"My father is mistaken," replieda young 
Indian of martial aspect, whose face, 
bathed in perspiration and clothes covered 
with dust, indicated the speed he had 
displayed in covering the ground which 
separated his territory from the place of 
council. "It is a long distance from 
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the country of the Jaos to that of the 
Molnchos, but twelve thousand men are 
following me/* 

A quiver of enthusiasm ran round the 
assembly. 

" My son is welcome," replied the aged 
man. " The Jaos honour us by sending 
us a chief so celebrated as Tcharanguii, 
the invincible TJlmen." 

A flush of satisfaction passed over the 
features of the young chief of the Jaos. 

" You see," the old Indian continued, 
" that one hundred thousand warriors will 
march along the war-trail, resolved at 
length to take back the territory which 
the Spaniards have so long unjustly held. 
Everything is at length ready. The great 
confederation which has enveloped them 
for the last twenty years in: its thousand 
folds is about to draw closer and crush 
them. War to the death upon the cruel 
invaders, and let us drive them into the 
sea which vomited them up. No truce, 
no pity, and to the courage of the Lion 
let us add the prudence of the Serpent." 
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Then, turning to Diego, who, during 
the whole period that this scene had 
lasted, remained motionless by the side 
of Leon, whose anxiety was increasing, 
he said— 

" The hour has arrived for my son 
Tahi-Mari to rise and give us a report of 
the manner in which he has carried out 
the mission entrusted to him twenty 
years ago by the assembled chiefs of the 
great Molucho nations. Our ears are 
open, and all my sons will listen, for it is 
a great chief who is about to speak !" 

For the first time since Leon had 
known Diego, the face of the latter grew 
animated, and a smile of triumph had 
taken the place of the cold expression of 
indifierence which seemed stereot3rped on 
his lips. He bowed to the chief, whose 
eyes were fixed on him, and leaning on 
his long rifle, he raised his head, and 
answered in a firm voice — 

"I am ready to reply to my father, 
Unacha Cuayac, and to the great chiefs 
of the twelve nations. I am the son of 
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the tortoise, and my race supports the 
world. Let them question and I will 
answer." 

'' My brother will speak, for, as he has 
said, he is the son of the Chemiin which 
supports the world," the Indian remarked, 
"and the words that fall from his lips 
rejoice our heart." 

Diego began — 

"Twenty years ago the great chiefs, 
fatigued with the continued vexations of 
the Spaniards, formed a vast confedera- 
tion and assembled, as on the present 
day, in a supreme council to consider the 
means to be employed in order to end 
the struggle which they had supported 
so long, and finally free themselves from 
those sanguinary and perfidious strangers, 
who had in one day stolen from us our 
gods, our hunting-grounds, and our wealth. 
As at the present day, more than one 
hundred thousand warriors dug up the 
war-hatchet, assembled to invoke Guate- 
chu at the foot of the war post, and took 
an oath to live free or die. The signal 
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was about to be giyen, and Okikiouasa 
was already waving his fatal torch ready- 
to bear fire and death among our fei^cious 
enemies, when a chief rose in the council 
and asked permission to speak. This 
chief was ray father, Tahi-Mari, a warrior 
renowned for his valour in combat, and 
an old man revered for his wisdom at the 
council fire; he alone, when all loudly 
demanded war, dared to speak in favour 
of peace ; but Tahi-Mari was so respected 
by the other chiefs, that far from bursting, 
into fury against the man who tried to 
overthrow their projects, they listened 
to him in silence. What he said you all 
know, and h.ence I need not repeat it; 
the chiefs accepted his advice, and it was 
resolved that a young Molucho warrior, 
chosen among the most worthy, should 
leave his tribe and go among the Spaniards, 
whose manners and religion he should 
pretend to adopt; that he should pass 
five years among them, trying to surprise 
all the secrets which rendered them in- 
vincible, and after that period, should 
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come and give an accoimt of his mission 
to the great council of the nations. 

'"This mission was delicate and diffi- 
cult to carry out; continual dissimula- 
tion was imposed on the man who under- 
took it ; an hourly torture, hy forcing him 
to live with his most cruel enemies, and 
feign for them iriendship and attachment. 
The choice fell upon me, not because I 
was the most worthy, hut because I was 
the son of Tahi-Mari, the great beloved 
Inca chief of the Moluchos. I joyfully 
accepted the painful though honourable 
distinction offered me; I at that time 
counted eighteen summers; life appeared 
to me happy and smiling : I had a bride 
to whom I was to be married at the next 
melting of the snow, but I was compelled 
to abandon this sweet dream, renounce 
the happiness which I had promised my- 
self, and devote myself to the service of 
my country. I left everything without 
regret, for the chiefs had spoken, and I 
ought to feel jealous of the honour they 
had done me. The five years passed, then 
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five others, but the hour for deliverance 
did not strike ; for twenty years, in fine, 
I wandered about all the countries sub- 
jected to the Spaniards, listening at each 
step that I took to the maledictions which 
fell upon those of my race. My father 
died, and I was unable to close his eyes 
and sing the tabour^ at his interment; 
my betrothed has left the earth, summon- 
ing me, but I was unable to reply to her 
voice ; my whole family is extinct, and has 
gone to join Garonhea in the paradise of 
the blest. I have remained alone. and 
abandoned, but my courage has not 
weakened; hesitation has not entered 
my heart, and I have continued to walk 
in the path which I traced for myself, 
because Tahi-Mari had made a sacrifice 
of his life and his happiness to his 
brothers. To-day my mission is accom- 
plished ; I know in what the strength of 
the Spaniards resides and how they may 
be laid low ; all their towns and fortresses 
ace known to me; I can give the numbers 
of their soldiers, indicate their hopes and 
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projects, and I hate infallible means to 
break every one of the springs which set 
their government in motion. In a word, 
nothing has been omitted or forgotten by 
me, and I can answer beforehand for the 
success of our cause. I have spoken." 

Diego ceased speaking and waited, and 
a solemn silence followed on the narra- 
tion which he had just made. The 
Indians were profoundly affected by the 
sublime self-denial and perfect devotion 
of the man, whose heroic will had not 
failed him for a single moment during 
the long trial which he had undergone. 

Leon shared the general enthusiasm. 
The great character of his friend was 
perfectly revealed to him, and, measuring 
the importance of the sacrifice the Indian 
had made of the twenty fairest years of his 
life with that of his own love for Maria, 
which he had been unable to make up 
his mind to relinquish, he confessed to 
himself that there was in Diego's heart a 
paternal devotion far superior to any that 
he was capable of feeling. . 
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At length the S£|.yotkatta rose and 
walked towards the Inca with a slow and 
majestic step : on coming in front of 
him, he stopped and gazed at him with 
pride, and then said, 

" The piaies are right, you are really 
a descendant of the race of the Tortoise. 
Son of Tahi-Mari," he added, as he 
took off his gold diadem and placed it on 
Diego's brow, " be our chief." 

"Yes, yes," the Indians exclaimed, 
eagerly rising ; " Tahi-Mari ! Tahi-Mari ! 
he alone ought to command us ; he alone 
is worthy to be the Toqui of the Twelve 
Nations." 
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CHAPTER XIL 

A HUMAN SACRIFICE. 

When the first moment of effervescence 
was over, and tranquillity was beginning 
to be restored, Diego made a sign that he 
wished to speak and all were silent. 

" I thank,'* he said, " the chiefs of the 
Twelve Nations for the honour which they 
do me, and I accept, because I believe 
myself worthy of it : but the war we are 
about to undertake is decisive, and must 
only terminate with the utter extermina- 
tion of our enemies. We shall have 
terrible contests to endure and extra- 
ordinary difficulties to overcome. Now, 
one man, whatever his genius may be, 
and however great his knowledge, cannot 
satisfy such claims." 

" My son speaks like a sage ; let him 
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tell us what to do, and we wiU approve 
it," Huachacuyac answered. 

" We must continue," Diego went on, 
"in the track which has been followed 
up to this day; a man must remain 
among the Spaniards, as in the past, in 
order to know the secret of their opera- 
tions. Let me remain this man, and I 
will transmit to the chiefs whom you 
select to take my place the otders they 
will have to carry out, and the informa- 
tion which I may think useftd for them, 
up to the time when I resume the com- 
mand of the great army.'' 

Universal assent was testified by the 
assembly, and Diego continued — 

"Perhaps I shall return among you 
soon, if circumstances decree it, but I 
propose for the present to attach to 
myself three chiefs renowned for their 
wisdom." 

" Speak," the Indians replied, " for you 
are our sole master." 

" In that case, appoint as my assistants 
our venerable Sayotkatta, Vitzetpulzli, 
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and Huachacuyac, if the choice suit my 
brothers." 

"Matai/' said the Indians, "Tahi- 
Mari is a great chief." 

Then Diego turned to Leon and in- 
vited him to rise, and the latter obeyed,, 
without knowing what his friend wanted 
of him. Diego, or rather Tahi-Mari, 
laid his hand on the young man's head 
and addressed the Indians, who gazed at 
him curiously. 

"Chiefs," he said, "I have still one 
request to make to you; this is my 
brother; he has saved my life and his 
heart belongs to me. He is a Frenchman, 
and his nation has frequently fought 
against our enemies. I ask that he may 
be regarded as a son of the Twelve 
Molucho Nations, and be loved by you 
as I love him." 

The chiefs bowed to Leon, whose heart 
beat violently : then Huachacuyac, taking 
him by the hand, said to him in a voice 
full of gentleness and gravity, after kissing 
him on both cheeks : 
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"My brother, tliou art no longer a 
stranger among us. I adopt thee as my 
son." 

Then, addressing the Indians : 

"Molucho warriors! let this man be 
for ever sacred to you, for he is the son 
of the Twelve nations." 

And taking off the gold necklace he 
wore, he threw it over the young man's 
shoulders, adding : 

" Here is my turbo, do you consent to 
receive the adoption of the Moluchos 
and march with them ?' 

" I do, brother," Leon answered, with 
some emotion. 

" Be it so, then, and may Guatechu 
protect thee !" Then each of the Indians 
came to kiss the young man on the face, 
make him the present of adoption, and 
change with him a portion of their 
weapons. Diego followed with interest 
the details of this scene, which profoundly 
aflfected Leon, who was sensible of the 
new mark of friendship which the half* 
breed gave him ; and when his turn came 
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to give him the embrace, a tear of joy- 
sparkled in his black eye. This ceremony 
tenninated, the Sayotkatta advanced into 
the centre of the assembly. 

" Ikarri is in the middle of his course/' 
he exclaimed, "the piaies are waiting; 
let ns make the war sacrifice in order to 
keep the evil spirits at bay and appease 
them, so that Guatechu may grant ns the 
victory." 

All the Indians present seemed to be 
anxiously awaiting these words: hence, 
so soon as they were pronounced they 
hastened from the hut, and proceeded to 
a much larger spot, in the centre of which 
was a pedestal, a colossal statue of the 
sun, called in Indian Areskoui, and which 
was supported by a tortoise. 

In front of this statue was a sort of 
stone table sustained by four blocks of 
rock. The table, slightly hollowed in the 
centre, was provided with a trough 
intended for the blood to flow into ; and 
a few paces from it was a figure, formed 
of resinous wood. Six piaies surrounded 
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the table: they were dressed in long 
white robes, and all wore a golden fillet 
resembling the one which surrounded the 
Sayotkatta's head, but of smaller dimen- 
sions. The hut was also guarded by 
forty armed Indians, who preserved a 
religious silence. During the short walk 
from the council hut to the one we 
have just described, Diego took aside 
Leon, and said, as he pressed his hand 
fiercely : 

" Brother, in the name of all that you 
hold dearest in the world, shut up in your 
heart any trace of emotion : I should 
have liked to spare you the horrible 
spectacle you are about to witness, but 
it was impossible : not a word, not a 
gesture of disapprobation, or you will 
destroy us both." 

"What is going to happen?" Leon 
asked, in terror. 

"Something frightful, brother; but 
take courage, remain by my side, and 
whatever may happen, be calm." 

" I will try," said Leon. 
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" You must," Diego repeated ; " sw^ear 
to me to check your emotion." 

"I swear it," the smuggler repeated^ 
more and more surprised. 

" It is well : now we can enter ;" and 
both went into the hut and mingled witlt 
the crowd of spectators. One of those 
awful dramas which seem impossible iix 
the nineteenth century, and which unfor- 
tunately are still in vogue in remote re- 
gions, was about to begin. The Sayot- 
katta, with his head bowed on his chest, 
was standing at the base of the statue of 
the sun, with six piaies on the right, and 
six on the left. Two young Indians held 
a torch, whose red and flickering glare 
cast light and shadow with sinister re- 
flections. The Sayotkatta at length spoke : 

" The hatchet is dug up, the toqui has 
just been proclaimed, and the hour has 
arrived to stain the hatchet. Ikarri de- 
mands blood." 

"Let us give blood to Ikarri," the 
Indians shouted, " so that he may give 
us victory." 
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The Sayotkatta made a sign, and two 
piaies left the hut ; then all present fell 
on their knees, and began a chorus to a 
slow and monotonous rhythm. A moment 
after the piaies returned, bringing a man 
between them. The Indians rose, and 
there was a deep silence, during which 
every man waited with feverish impatience. 

The individual whom the piaies brought 
into the hut wore the uniform of the 
Chilian lanceros. He was a young man 
of twenty-four or twenty-six years of age, 
with an open face and elegant and bold 
features. All about him revealed the 
mocking carelessness peculiar to soldiers 
of every country. 

" Asses !" he said, laughing at his 
guardians, who pushed him on before them, 
'' could you not wait till to-morrow to per- 
form all your mummeries ? Carai ! I was 
so sound a sleep ! the devil take you !" 

The piaies contented themselves with 
shaking him rather roughly. 

"Miserable bandits," he added, "if I 
had my sabre, I would show you certain 
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cuts which would make you sink six feet 
into the ground. But all right ; what I 
cannot do my comrades will do, and you 
will lose nothing by waiting/' 

" The papagay is a chattering bird, that 
speaks without knowing what it says," a 
piaie interrupted in a hollow voice : " the 
eagle of the Andes is dumb in the hour of 
danger/' 

" In truth," the lancero continued, with 
a laugh, " this old rogue is right ; let us 
show these Indian brutes how a Spanish 
hidalgo dies. Hum!" he added, taking 
a curious look around him, " these feUows 
are very ugly, and I should almost thank 
them for killing me, for they will do me 
a real service by freeing me from their 
villanous society/' 

After this last sally, the soldier haughtily 
raised his head and remained silent and 
calm in presence of the danger which he 
had before his eyes. Leon had not lost 
one of the words uttered by the young 
man ; and he felt moved with compassion, 
and thinking of the sorrowful fate which 
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was reserved for the hapless prisoner. 
Leaning against one of the walls of the 
hut, he admired with a sort of irresistible 
fascination the bright glance of the soldier, 
so haughty and careless, and asked him- 
self with tears to what punishment he 
was going to be condemned. 

He had not long to wait : the Sayotkatta 
gave a signal, and two piaies began strip- 
ping off the lancero's uniform ; after which 
they removed his shirt, and only left him 
his trousers. The young man did not 
attempt to make any resistance, and the 
muscles of his face remained motionless ; 
but when one of his assassins tried to 
remove the scapulary, which, like all 
Spaniards, he wore round his neck, sus- 
pended from a black ribbon, he frowned, 
his eyes sparkled, and he cried in so terrible 
a voice that the Indian recoiled in terror — 

" Brigand ! leave me my scapulary !" 

The Indian hesitated for a moment, 
and then returned to his victim. 

"Nonsense, no weakness!" the pri- 
soner added, and held his tongue. 
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The Indian seized the string, and with- 
out taking the trouble to remove it from 
his neck, pulled so violently that a red 
mark was produced on the soldier's skin. 
Suddenly a sudden pallor discoloured the 
prisoner's cheeks ; the Sayotkatta advanced 
upon him, holding in his hand a long- 
bladed, thin, and sharp knife. Then came 
a moment of indescribable agony for Leon, 
who felt his hair bathed in a cold per- 
spiration, while his temples were con- 
tracted by pain. He saw the man with 
the knife attentively seeking on the vic- 
tim's chest the position of the heart, and 
a smile of satisfaction passed over his lips 
when he had found it ; then pressing very 
lightly the sharp point of the knife on the 
flesh, he drove it inch by inch, and as slowly 
as was possible, into the soldier's chest. 

The latter kept his enormously-dilated 
eyes fixed on those of the. Sayotkatta, all 
whose movements he watched ; ere long 
the pallor that covered his features be- 
came now livid, his lips blanched, and he 
threw himself back, stammering — 
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" Santa Maria, era pro nobis !" 

The Sayotkatta was pressing the hilt of 
the knife against the body, and the In- 
dians struck up a mournful hymn. The 
knife was drawn out — a jet of blood 
came from the wound — a convulsion 
agitated the body, which the piaies sup- 
ported in their arms, and all was over. 
The lancero was dead ! 

Leon bit his poncho to prevent his 
crying out. A hundred times had the 
captain of the smugglers* band braved 
death in his encounters with the custom's 
officers and lanceros, and his arm had 
never failed him when he was obliged to 
cleave a man's head with a sabre cut, or 
level him by the help of his rifle, but at 
the sight of the cowardly and cruel assas- 
sination being performed he stood as if 
petrified by disgust and horror. He gave 
ti start when the lancero drew his last 
breath; but Diego, who was watching 
him, went up to him. 

" Silence ! or you are a dead man," he 
said. 
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Leon restrained himself, but he had not 
reached the end of. his amazement yet. 
The piaies raised, the corpse, laid it on 
the stone table after removing the rest 
of the clothes, and the Sayotkatta pro- 
nounced a few mysterious words, to which 
the Indians replied by chanting. 

Then the latter, taking his knife up 
again, cut the victim's chest down the 
whole length, and examined with scrupu- 
lous attention the liver, heart, and lungs, 
which he pulled out to lay on the pre- 
pared pyre. All at once he turned round 
and addressed the spectators with an in- 
spired accent — 

"Sons of Chemiin, Gruatechu protects 
you.. Everything is favourable, and our 
cruel enemies will at length fall under our 
blows." 

Then one of the piaies collected in a 
vessel the blood which dripped from the 
table, and carefully placed it outside. It 
was not enough to have mutilated the 
corpse. This horrible butchery was suc- 
ceeded by an operation which completely 
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froze Leon's blood, and he could hardly 
restrain the feeling of repulsion which the 
hideous spectacle aroused in him. 

One of the Indians brandished a cutlass 
with a gesture of furious joy over the 
cold head of the assassinated lancero ; 
and while with the left hand he seized 
the pendant hair, with the other adroitly 
scalped him. The sight of this despoiled 
head produced a lively movement of satis- 
faction among aU the spectators, who 
resumed their chanting. 

At length the other four piaies seized 
the bleeding body, and carried it, quiver- 
ing as it was, to the centre of the camp, 
followed by all the other Indians, who 
sang, accompanying themselves with furi- 
ous gestures and yells. As we stated, it 
was in the middle of the nineteenth cen- 
tury that this scene — ^which our readers 
might be inclined to fancy borrowed from 
the history of barbarous times, but of 
which we were an eye-witness — occurred. 

On the command of the Sayotkatta, the 
piaies stopped near a young tree, which 
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he stripped of its branches by the help of 
an axe. AM the Indians halted, and 
formed a sort of thick hedge several rows 
in depth. Chanting sacred prayers, the 
piaies deposited the corpse at the foot of 
the tree, from which they stripped the 
bark. Then the Indians who held the 
vessel of human blood poured it over the 
stem, after which the one who had 
scalped the lancero attached the scalp 
to it. 

The strange songs recommenced with 
fresh energy, and ere long the piaies, 
bringing piece by piece the wood employed 
to construct the pyre in the hut of sacri- 
fice, built it up again at the foot of the 
tree, and laid the corpse upon it, carefiilly 
placing near it the heart, liver, and lungs. 
When all these prepai*ations were ended, 
the Indians formed a circle round the 
tree, and the Sayotkatta ascended the 
pyre. 

The scene then assumed a character at 
once savage, majestic, and imposing. In 
fact, it was something striking to see 6n 
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this magnificent night, by the light of the 
torches which illumined with fantastic 
flashes the dark foliage of the trees, all 
these Indians, with their harsh and stern 
faces, arrayed round a pyre on which 
stood an old man dressed in a long white 
robe, who with inspired eye and superb 
gestures contemptuously trampled under 
foot a blood-stained corpse. 

The Sayotkatta took a scrutinizing 
glance around him, and then said in a 
loud and solemn voice — 

" The victim is immolated, and Ikarri 
is satisfied. Gruatechu protects us. The 
victory wiU be faithful to the right, and 
our enemies will fall never to rise again. 
Sons of tKe Tortoise, this is the war- 
stake !" he continued, as he pointed to 
the tree ; " it is for me to strike the first 
blow in the name of Guatechu and Ikarri." 

And, raising the axe, which he held in 
his right hand, the old man dealt the tree 
a blow, and descended. This was the 
signal for a frenzied assault ; each Indian, 
drunk with fuiy, advanced with horrible 
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yells to the tree, which he struck, and 
each blow that re-echoed seemed to 
arouse such ardour among those who 
were waitmg their turn, that they soon 
all rushed with deafening noise upon the 
tree, which could not endure such an at- 
tack for any length of time. Long after 
it had fallen, furious men were assailing 
a few inches of the trunk which stood out 
of the ground. 

The kindling of the pyre by the Sayot- 
katta by means of a torch could alone 
interrupt these atta(^ on the tree, which 
they treated as if they were dealing with 
a real enemy. A few minutes later, the 
flames whirled up, the snapping of wood 
and the cracking of the bones which were 
being calcined in the midst of the fire 
became audible. A dense smoke escaped 
from the furnace, and driven by the wind, 
suflfocated the birds sleeping in the aspens 
and larch trees that surrounded the 
clearing. 

It was the finale of the festival, and, hke 
most Indian festivals, was accompanied by 
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a dance, if such a name can be given to 
the mad round which the Indians per- 
formed. Taking each other by the hand, 
without distinction of rank or dignity, 
they began whirling round the pyre, 
forcing Leon, who did not dare decline, to 
share in this horror. 

Ere long, over-excited by the sound of 
the Molucho war-song, which they struck 
up in chorus, they went round so hur- 
riedly and quickly that at the end of ten 
minutes it would have been impossible 
for any human being to distinguish a 
single ring of the chain, which seemed to 
be moved by a spring. Imagine an im- 
mense wheel turning on its axle with the 
speed of a raUway carriage wheel, and 
you will have an idea of the exercise 
which the bravest and most brilliant 
warriors of the twelve Molucho tribes 
indulged in with gaiety of heart. 

They did not stop till the pyre had be- 
come a pile of ashes. Carefully collecting 
these ashes, the piaies went with great 
pomp to throw them into a"iorrent which 
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leaped no great distance from the camp. 
A portion of the Indians, that is to say, 
those among them still ahle to use their 
limhs, accompanied them with a new 
dance and fresh songs. As for Leon, 
utterly exhausted, he had fallen almost in 
a fainting state near a hut. 

"Come, hrother," Diego said to him, 
as he helped him to rise, and pointed to 
the dawn which was beginning to whiten 
the horizon, "let us depart; it is late, and 
we must be back in camp before day- 
light." 

"Let us go — ^let us go,*' said Leon, 
" for my head is turning. The smell of 
blood chokes me, and the atmosphere here 
is poisoned." 

Diego looked at him without replying ; 
then, after exchanging a few words with 
the great chief Huachacuyac and the 
Sayokatta, he took the arm of the smug- 
gler captain, and went with him toward 
the camp where the Soto-Mayor family 
were resting. 
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Dointci The sun was rising radiantly when Senor 
lo wi: Don Juan de Soto-Mayor, with pale face 
kte,i and features worn by the unhappy news 

re i which Don Pedro de Sallazar brought 

him on the previous evening, raised the 
Jm canvas of the tent in which he had spent 

^U the night, and stepped forth. General 

te Don Pedro accompanied him. 

The morning was superb, and the 
ff; arreiras were engaged in loading the 

i mules and saddling of horses; L^on, 

seated apart on a 'fallen tree, seemed 
plunged in deep and bitter thoughts. The 
old gentleman approached, and he did not 
seem to notice his presence. 

"Grood morning, Senor Captain," he 
said to him, lightly touching his shoulder. 
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The young man started at the sound of 
this voice ; then rising, he slightly raised 
his hat off his head, and howed to the old 
general, while replying, mechanically — 

" May heaven grant it be good to you, 
caballero." 

" What is the matter, my friend ?'* the 
speaker asked him, kindly; "has any- 
thing unpleasant occurred during your 
sleep?" 

" Nothing, sir," Leon said, hastily ; " I 
trust that the ladies have slept well." 

" Yes, yes ; at least, I suppose so, for I 
have not seen them yet." 

"Here are the senoras," Don Pedro, 
who had remained a little behind, said to 
the general : " and, what is more, all 
ready to mount." 

The two gentlemen advanced to meet 
them. "Ah! ah!", said Diego, good 
humouredly, " everybody is up ; all the 
better, for the sooner we start, the sooner 
we shall reach our journey's end." 

" Gentlemen, one word with you, if you 
please," General Don Juan said to the 



THE BALASS RUBY. 247 

two smuggler chiefs, after inquiring after 
the health of his wife and daughters. 

"We are at your orders, general," 
Leon and Diego said. And they followed 
Don Juan, who led them apart from the 
muleteers. 

"Grentlemen," he said to them when he 
fancied himself out of ear-shot, "I re- 
ceived strange news last night ; it seems 
that the Indians have risen, and are dis- 
turbing the province of Valdivia ; hence 
we must try to reach the city as speedily 
as possible." 

Diego affected surprise. 

" Really," he said, " that is extraor- 
dinary." 

Then, after appearing to reflect for a 
moment, he added — 

"Must you absolutely pass through 
Talca?" 

" No ; but why that question ?" 

" Because," Diego answered, " I know 
a road across the mountain which shortens 
the journey twenty leagues." 

" That is true," said Leon ; " by cross- 
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ing the mountain we shall save a day's 
march." 

" In that case, gentlemen, let us do so, 
for when a man is in a hurry to arrive, he 
must choose the shortest road. Ah, by- 
the-bye," he added, "before forming a 
determination I must consult with Ge- 
neral Don Pedro, in order to know if he 
consents to accompany us without stop- 
ping at Talca." 

Don Pedro did not consider it advisable 
to oppose the plan ; on the contrary, his 
plan of inspecting the vicinity of Talca 
was served by the measure, which would 
allow him to reconnoitre whether the In- 
dians had as yet entered the wood skirt- 
ing the forest. 

For a moment the fear of some sur- 
prise seemed to occupy his mind; but 
reflecting that his escort, joined to that 
of Don Juan, would be sufficient to pro- 
tect the caravan, he saw no inconvenience 
in adopting the change of route proposed 
by Diego. 

The latter had not seen, without some 
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displeasure, the caravan ,swelled by Don 
Pedro and his soldiers ; but, too clever to 
let it be seen, he pretended to be extremely 
pleased by this increase of men, who, in 
the event of an attack, would serve as a 
reinforcement. However this may be 
Don Pedro ordered four of his lanceros to 
mai'ch about a hundred paces ahead of the 
column, and then they started. Each 
horseman, fully armed, advanced with his 
eye on the watch, and in profound silence, 
while two other lanceros, forming the rear- 
guard, rode fifty yards behind. The small 
troop was composed altogether of five- 
and-thirty persons. 

Leon scarce dared to raise his eyes to 
Maria, who rode by her mother's side. 
Each time that the maiden's glance met 
his, a sort of confusion or remorse was de- 
picted on his features, in spite of the 
efforts which he made to recover his usual 
coolness. Donna Maria knew not to 
what to attribute this change in the young 
man's manner, and seemed to be striving 
to discover the canse. 
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" Can it be the amval of Don Pedro 
that thus brings a doud to his brow ?" 
she asked herself; *' perhaps he is jealous 
of that cavalier. Oh ! if that be the case, 
it is because he loves me." 

And turning her face once again to- 
ward the smuggler, she smiled on him in 
a way that must remove his error ; but he, 
far from deriving from the marks of love 
which the maiden gave him, the joy which 
the heart feels on knowing itself beloved, 
he found in it a motive for secret grief. 

The scene he had witnessed during the 
previous night in the Indian camp had 
produced so deep an impression upon him, 
that he could not refrain from thinking of 
the mournful consequences it must have 
for the Soto-Mayor family, which was, 
doubtless, devoted to death. 

Although Donna Mama's life had been 
guaranteed by Diego, he trembled at the 
grief which must assail her, when struck 
in her dearest and tenderest affections ; 
and, while recognising the apparent jus- 
tice in the name of which Diego had con- 
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demned the general, his wife, and his 
other children, he was horrified by the 
terrible position in which the half-breed 
had placed him by making him swear to 
aid his revenge. 

^^What!" he said, "I love Donna 
Maria, and not only must I allow the 
death of her family to be carried out 
without opposition, but if the contest 
breaks out between them and the Indians, 
my duty orders me to join the latter. 
Oh, no ! for I feel that I shall never com- 
mit such an unworthy action, and I would 
sooner let myself be killed than array my- 
self against those whom I am pledged to 
serve, or those whom I have sworn to 
defend." 

And the young man's cheeks were 
flushed by the action of the internal fever 
which devoured him; his burning fore- 
head, and his sharp, quick gestures an- 
nounced the agitation which the combat 
going on his mind produced. 

The caravan had entered the wood 
where the Indians had assembled on the 
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past night, and they soon reached the 
middle of the clearing where they had 
camped. The sons of the Tortoise had 
disappeared, but the huts built by them, 
though half destroyed, still stood, as well as 
the trace of the ashes of the pyre on which 
the body of the ill-fated lancero had been 
burnt. Leon could not see the spot again 
without feeling a shudder of awe and terror. 
Diego looked around him carelessly, and 
whistled a sambacusca between his teeth. 

" Oh, oh !" said Don Pedro, looking all 
around ; " what have we here ?" 

And with the exnerience which he had 
acquired in the wars in which he had 
taken part against the Indians, he began 
to rummage all the huts, after giving Leon 
a sign to follow him, and the rest orders 
to go on ahead. Leon acceded to his 
wishes, and both remained behind ; and at 
the moment when they entered one of the 
huts, Leon saw something glistening on 
the ground, which he fancied was a pre- 
cious stone. 

He suddenly stooped, and eagerly pick- 
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ing up the article, examined it ; it was a 
gold ring, set with a balass ruby of ines- 
timable value. The young man thrust it 
into his belt with a vague feeling of 
alarm. He asked himself to whom this 
ring could belong, for it was not probable 
that an Indian had lost it : moreover, he 
fancied that he had already seen one like 
it, though he could not remember on 
whose finger. 

" On the lancero's, perhaps ?" he said 
to himself, thinking of the soldier who 
had been assassinated in his presence; 
but this latter supposition was speedily 
abandoned, for it was impossible that a 
simple private could be the possessor of 
such a jewel. Then he thought of the 
other prisoner, and a terrible presentiment 
was rising in his. mind, when Don Pedro 
called him. The latter had completed his 
inspection, and was preparing to rejoin the 
travellers, apparently knowing all that he 
desired to know. Leon was soon at his side. 

" I have two words to say to you, sir," 
Don Pedro remarked to him. 
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"Speak, sir/' the smuggler answered, 
affected by the tone in which the general 
had uttered these words. 

" I do not know you, sir," the general 
continued, "nor do I know your usual 
mode of conduct with the travellers whom 
you may escort." 

" Do you wish to insult me, general ?'* 
Leon interrupted, as he drew himself up 
and fixed his firm and haughty glance on 
the speaker. 

" Not the least in the world ; still, as I 
do not share the friendship which the 
Soto-Mayor family — ^whether rightly or 
wrongly^ — displays for you, I wish to in- 
form you of the reflections I have made 
on your score, and give you a piece of 
advice." 

"Speak, sir," said Lpon, disdainfully; 
" but in the first place, you know that I do 
not care for your reflections, and shall not 
accept your advice." 

"Perhaps so, senor captain. At any 
rate, you shall have them," Don Pedro 
continued, not deigning to notice the 
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arrogance which the smuggler placed on 
his remarks. " The place where we are at 
this moment is an Indian camp ; if I 
doubted the fact, this," he added, as he 
knocked over a broken pipe, "would 
aflford me a certainty. This camp was but 
a few hours ago still occupied by Indians, 
and here is the proof," he said, stooping 
down ; " the ashes are quite warm." 

"Sir," said Leon in his turn, who 
felt a cold perspiration beading on his 
temples, "what you are saying appears 
to me highly probable, but I do not see 
how that can personally interest me, or 
form any motive for what you said to me 
just now. Be good enough to explain 
yourself more clearly." 

" I will do so, sir, and frankly," the 
general replied ; " for I am a soldier, and 
do not like any prefacing." 

"Nor I, sir; so to facts." 

*' They are these. Last night, after a 
lengthened conversation with General Don 
Juan, I had a fancy to go and smoke my 
cigar in the open air ; the night was mag- 
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nificent and invited a walk. Now, at the 
moment when I raised the tent-curtain, to 
go out, I saw two men glide between the 
bales and leave camp without warning the 
sentry." 

"What next, sir?" 

" Next ? Good gracious ! that is very 
simple. I asked myself what these two 
men could have to do outside the camp at 
that hour, when duty imposed on them 
the obligation of remaining at their post ; 
but as I could learn nothing at that mo- 
ment, I resolved to satisfy my curiosity 
by awaiting their return. I waited a long 
time, captain ; but that did not cause me 
much annoyance, for I am naturally very 
patient, as you will say, when I tell you 
that I saw these two men go out and also 
saw them return, although they did not 
do so till a few minutes before daybreak. 
Now, I conclude by begging you to tell 
me where they went, for one of the two 
men was yourself." 

" It is true, sir, I left the camp, and 
only returned at daybreak." 
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" But what important reason urged you 
to do so?" 

" That I cannot tell you, sir," Leon 
said with firmness. " Suffice it for you to 
know that I allow nobody, not even you, 
general, the right to inquire into my con- 
duct, and that, moreover, the step which 
I took in no way compromised the safety 
of the persons confided to my charge." 

"Very good! that answer does not 
surprise me ; but bear this in mind — at 
the first mysterious sortie you make in 
future — ^at the first action which appears 
to me suspicious — I will simply have you 
seized by my lanceros and give them 
orders to shoot you within an hour. You 
have understood me, I suppose ?" 

" Perfectly, general ; and whenever you 
please, you will find me at your orders," 
the smuggler replied, with a tinge of 
irony ; " but, in the meanwhile, I think 
it would be more useful to rejoin the 
caravan." 

" Tou are warned, sir," the general 
continued, " and will only have yourself 
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to blame if anything unpleasant happen 
to you. Now let us start/' 

" Very good, general." 

And the two men, leaping into the 
saddle, galloped in the direction of the 
small party, which they soon rejoined. 
Don Pedro placed himself at the head 
and rode by the side of Diego, still 
silently, while Leon, who had remained a 
few paces in the rear, drew from the belt 
the ring which he had found, and regarded 
it afresh with sustained attention. 

" I have certainly seen this ring before," 
he said, after turning it over and over in 
all directions ; "but on whose finger, in 
Heaven's name ?" 

Then, thrusting it on to his finger and 
pulling it off again, he continued in vain 
to rack his brains in recalling his recol- 
lections, but could not succeed in fixing 
his doubts. Then pressing his horse's 
flank, he rode up to the travellers, and 
soon found himself by Donna Maria's 
side. 

" Senor captain," the latter said to him. 
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** shall we go through this wood for any 
length of time ?" 

" For about two hours, senora." 

" Oh, all the better, for there is an ex- 
quisite freshness in it. I am delighted 
that we have left the road which we were 
following yesterday; here it is so pic- 
turesque that I am never weary of ad- 
miring the scenery/' 

"And then it will shorten our journey 
by a day,"- Leon said, sadly. 

" That is true," the maiden answered, 
each of whose words was overheard by her 
mother and sister. 

But at the same moment she gave the 
smuggler a glance which signified how 
much she regretted to see him so badly 
interpret the words to which she was far 
from giving the meaning which he attri- 
buted to them. The journey ended, what 
hope would remain to the maiden of seeing 
again the man whom she loved. 

Leon understood the reproach, and 
bending dqwn his head, he concealed his 
trouble by spurring his mustang, which 

17—^ 
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soon carried him up to General Don Juan, 
who was engaged in a conversation with 
Don Pedro. 

" For all that, general,*' the latter was 
saying to Don Juan, "I am astonished 
that your son did not meet you when you 
were following the Talca road, for I do 
not know any other which he could have 
taken in order to arrive sooner." 

" Did he command any detachment of 
troops ?" the general asked. • 

** No ; he started for Tulcapel, merely 
accompanied by two lanceros." 

Leon did not hear the close of the con- 
versation, for a sudden revelation had 
been made to him. Suddenly his blood 
was frozen and his teeth were clenched. 
He remembered that young Don Juan de 
Soto-Mayor wore on his right hand, on 
the night which he spent at the general's 
country house, a ring resembling the one 
which he had in his belt. He perfectly 
remembered having noticed the sparkling 
of the ruby, wliose exceptional size had 
attracted his attention. 
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Biit in proportion as his thoughts, be- 
coming more lucid, rendered the truth 
more distinct, he saw with horror the 
dark drama of which he scarce dared to 
seek the meaning, so afraid was he of 
finding the reality in it. He had picked 
up the ring in the tent into which he had 
seen the prisoners carried on the previous 
evening ; one was a lancero, and he was 

dead ; but the other . Was not the 

other Don Juan, the son of the old general 
in front of him ? And if, as he feared he 
was certain, tliis prisoner was Don Juan, 
what had become of him ? Perhaps, at 
that very hour, he might be expiring 
under the frightful sufferings which the 
Indians were making him undergo. 

Leon wished at once to question Diego 
on the point, for he must know the truth, 
but the fear of not being able to master 
his emotion in tiie presence of the two 
generals prevented him from doing so, 
and he resolved to await the first halt to 
satisfy his anxious curiosity. But, agitated 
by a thousand conflicting emotions, he 
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did not dare look at Maria, for he was 
already afraid lest the maiden should ask 
him, with tears in her voice, what he had 
done vdth her brother's blood, as he was 
the accomplice of those who had assas- 
sinated him. 

The caravan still advanced, and soon 
left the wood to debouch upon a plain 
intersected by numerous rivulets, which 
wound through a hard and rocky soil. 
At the moment when the last man left 
the edge of the forest, the dense shrubs 
that bordered the road noiselessly parted 
and made room for the head of an Indian, 
who looked out cautiously, after having, 
so to speak, smelt the air around him. 
His eyes settled on the little troop, which 
they followed until it had bent to the left 
and entirely disappeared; then carefully 
removing the twigs, the Indian thrust 
forward the rest of his body and crawled 
out. He soon found himself in the middle 
of the road, and began looking around 
him again in all directions, after which 
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his face assumed a marked expression of 
satisfaction. 

"Matai," he said, smiling so as to 
show his long white teeth. . 

And then he began running with the 
lightness of a llama in the traces of the 
caravan. On reaching the spot where 
the road formed a bend, he thrust out his 
head, and then hurriedly withdrawing it, 
climbed up the side of a wood-clad height 
and disappeared. 

This man was Tcharanguii, the feaxed 
and formidable chief of the Jaos, one of 
the most powerful tribes of the twelve 
Molucho nations. For some minutes the 
rustling of parted branches might be 
heard, then all became silent again, the 
sole interruption being the imposing 
sounds of the desert. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE RUPTURE. 

They travelled the whole day without 
any incidents : the heat which had so ia- 
commoded them all during the first few 
days, had been succeeded by a tempera- 
ture which hourly became colder. The 
foliage of the trees assumed a deeper 
tinge of green; the singing birds of the 
llanos, whose sweet notes ravished the 
ear, had been succeeded by the eagles, 
vultures, and other birds of prey, which 
formed immense circles in space while 
uttering the hoarse and strange cries 
peculiar to them. 

The sky, which had hitherto been of 
such a purfi blue, was beginning here and 
there to assume greyish tones and coppery 
reflections, which formed a contrast with 
the dull whiteness of the water of the 
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torrents which fell in cascades from the 
snowy peaks of the mountains, down whose 
flanks they dragged with a dull roar masses 
of rock and enormous firs which they up- 
rooted in their passage. 

A wild llama or vicuna might be seen 
balanced on a point of granite, and at 
times in the openings of the thick wood 
which bordered the road, the flashing eyes 
of a puma, or the black muzzle of a bee- 
hunling bear, could be seen stretched out 
over a branch. All, in a word, announced 
the vicinity of the Cordillera of the 
Andes. 

When night set in, the caravan had 
reached a narrow plateau, situated in what 
is called the temperate region, the last 
station of travellers before entering the 
vast and gloomy solitudes of the Andes, 
which are as yet very little known or 
explored, owing to the difficulty of means 
of transport, and the absence of a sedentary 
population. 

The camp was made by the side of 
the road, under an irflmense natural arch, 
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formed by means of rock, which overhung 
the road for more than two hundred yards, 
and formed a shelter for travellers by being 
hollowed out at its base. The fires were 
lighted, one in the centre of the camp, 
and the other at each corner, in order to 
keep off the wild beasts whose attacks 
were beginning to be apprehended with 
reason. 

When supper was ended, sentries. were 
posted, and each prepared his couch in 
order to spend his night in the enjoyment 
of that sleep which restores the strength. 
If the expression we have just used, that 
each prepared his couch, were to be taken 
literally, it would be a great mistake, if 
this performance were at all supposed to 
be like what is done in Europe in similar 
cases. 

In fact, with a European a bed gene- 
rally consists of at least one mattress, or 
something analogous to take its place, 
a bolster, a pillow, sheets, blankets, &c. ; 
but in Chili things are very different. 
Although luxury and comfort are things 
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well known in towns, beds at all like ours 
are only found in the houses of rich people, 
and then, great heavens ! what beds. As 
for the one which the Chilians employ- 
when travelling, it is most convenient 
and ingenious, since it serves them as^ a 
saddle by day, as we shall proceed to 
show. 

The horse's equipment consists, in the 
first place, of three ponchos, folded square 
and laid one upon the other on the back 
of the horse ; in these ponchos are laid 
four sheepskins with the wool on, and on 
these again is placed a wooden seat, re- 
presenting a saddle, which supports a 
pair of heavy wooden stirrups, hollowed 
out in a triangular form. A surcingle, 
fastened under the horse's belly, keeps 
these various articles in their places, and 
four more ponchos and four more skins 
are laid on them. Lastly, another poncho 
is thrown over the whole, and serves as 
chabraque, a second strap holding this 
edifice in its place. 

We can see from the description of 
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what enters into the formation of ChiKan 
horse accoutrement that it can advan- 
tageously take the place of our scanty 
English saddle, and that the rider is able 
to find the materials for a very soft bed. 
When the latter arrives at his sleeping- 
place, he unsaddles his horse, which he 
leaves at liberty to find its food where it 
thinks proper, and then makes the afore- 
said bed in the following way. 

He first lays the saddle on the ground 
to act as pillow, then spreads his first 
sheepskins over a space six feet in length 
and two or three in width ; he covers 
these with three ponchos, on which he 
lies down, and then pulls over him the 
four other skins and the remaining pon- 
chos, and eventually disappears under this 
pile of stuff so entirely that it is im- 
possible to perceive him, for even his 
head is hidden. 

It happens at times that when a man 
is passing the night on the Cordilleras 
under the protection of this formidable 
rampart of skins and blankets, a few feet 
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of snow literally bury the sleeper, who, on 
awaking, is compelled to throw his legs 
and arms about for some minutes, in 
order to liberate himself and see daylight 
again. 

Diego was preparing his bed in the 
manner which we have just described, 
and displaying all the attention of a man 
who feels the need of a sound sleep, 
when he saw Leon Delbes coming towards 
Mm, who since the morning had not 
spoken to him, and seemed to avoid him. 
We must suppose that the ^ smuggler's 
face betrayed a lively emotion, for Diego 
on looking up to him, felt ill at ease, and 
saw that something extraordinary had 
taken place in his friend's mind. From 
the way in which the young man looked 
at him, it was certain that he was pre- 
paring to ask of him an explanation about 
some fact, and understanding that it 
could only refer to the Soto-Mayor family, 
he could not suppress a start of impa- 
tience which did not escape Leon. 

The latter, on his side, was asking 
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himself how he should manage the coa- 
versation so as to lead Diego to tell him 
what he wanted to learn, and not knowing* 
how to begin, he waited till the latter 
should address him. Both were afraid 
of reverting to the past, and yet each felt 
that the moment had arrived to behave 
frankly and expose the nature of his 
grievances. 

When we speak of grievances, we know 
perfectly that neither had to reproach the 
other for any deed of a reprehensible 
nature in what concerned their mutual 
pledge to help each other; but if Leon 
involuntarily revolted against the im- 
placable revenge which the half-breed had 
begun to exercise against the Soto-Mayors, 
while confessing to himself that, in spite 
of the friendship which united him to 
Diego, he could never lend a hand to 
excesses like the one which he had seen 
committed on the previous night by the 
Indians, Diego had not failed to com- 
prehend that the love which Leon enter- 
tained for Maria would be an invincible 
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obstacle to the support which the latter 
had sworn to give him. Without ac- 
cusing him of treachery, he still taxed 
him with softness of heart and irresolu- 
tion, or rather pitied him for having sur- 
rendlBred himself, bound hand and foot, to 
a wild passion which paralyzed all the 
good-will which he might under other 
circumstances have expected from him. 

As we see, the respective position of 
the two men toward each other had been 
too false for them not to feel in their 
hearts a lively desire to put an end to it ; 
the diflBiculty was to manage it without 
injuring their self-esteem and interests. 

Leon had hoped that Diego would at 
length inquire the motive which had 
brought him to his friend, but on seeing 
that the latter affected not to address a 
syllable to him, he resolved to break the 
silence. 

" You are going to sleep, brother," he 
said to him. 

" Yes," Diego replied ; " I am tired." 

" You tired !" Leon remarked, with a 
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smile of incredulity, "tired by a ten 
leagues* ride, when I have seen you hunt 
on the pampas for eight or ten days in 
succession without dreaming of resting* 
for a moment : nonsense !" 

" Tired or no, I wish to sleep : besides, 
what is tliere extraordinary in that ? Has 
not everybody in camp lain down ?" 

" That is true." 

" Then I invite you to do the same, 
unless love keeps you awake," he added, 
laconically. "In that case, the best 
thing you can do is to spend the night in 
walking round the hut in which your fair 
one is reposing, that her sleep may not be 
disturbed; and much good may it do 
you. 

" Diego," Leon answered, sorrowfully, 
" what you are saying to me is not right. 
What have I done to you that you should 
address me so roughly ?" 

" Nothing," the half-breed said, with a 
regretful tone. "But come," he said, 
kicking the bed over which he had taken 
so much pains in preparing, "you really. 
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fieem so anxious to speak to me that I 
might fancy that you had important 
business." 

" What makes you suppose that I want 
to speak to you ?" 

"Oh, good Heaven! Leon, we have 
lived together long enough for us to be 
able to read on one another's faces what 
our thoughts are. Confess that you are 
suflfering, that you are anxious, and that 
you have come to ask some explanation of 
me. Come, if it be so, tell me frankly 
what you want of me, and I will answer. 
For on my side I also have to speak with 
you about the grief and sorrow which 
seem to have assailed you since yesterday. 
Speak ; is it the engagement you made to 
support me in the struggle I am prepar- 
ing, for that seems to you too heavy to 
carry out ? Only say one word : there is 
still time, and I will give you back your 
word; but speak, for I am anxious to 
come to a decision." 

" Brother," said Leon, without replying 
directly to Diego's injunction, " I notice 

VOL. I. 18 
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bitterness iu your words and mocking on 
your lips : still, in order to remove from 
the discussion anything that rtiight re- 
semble passion or annoyance, I have let 
the whole day pass over the event about 
which I wish to speak to you, for it is 
the friend I am addressing, and not Tahi- 
Mari." 

" Well, what do you want ?" 

" I will tell you.'' 

Leon drew from his belt the ring which 
he had found, and handed it to Diego. 

" Do you know this ?" he asked him. 

"What is it?" said the half-breed, 
taking it and turning it over in his 
fingers, while giving the young man an 
inquiring glance. 

"A ring." 

" Hang it, I can see that, and a very 
handsome ring too ; but I ask you what 
meaning it has in your hands ?" 

" Do you not know ?" 

" How would you have me know?" 

" Is it true tliat you do not know to 
whom it belongs ?" 
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" Certain/' 

** Then you did not notice it on any- 
body's hand ?" 

" No ; and I assure you that if I had 
seen it twenty times I should not recog- 
nise it now, for I pay no attention to 
such futilities." 

** Well, since you do not know to whom 
it belongs, I will tell you." 

"If you insist on my knowing, very 
good. But," he added, with a smile, " if 
I could have thought that you wished to 
speak to me so anxiously in order to talk 
about a pearl, I should have begged you 
to let me sleep." 

" A little patience, for this ring is more 
important than you seem to fancy." 

" In that case, tell me for what reason, 
and how it comes in your hands." 

Leon looked at Diego's face, which 
indicated his entire good faith, and con- 
tinued : 

" You remember that when we reached 
the Indians' camp together, two Spanish 
prisoners were in their power." 

18—2 
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" Yes, certainly.*' 

"Now, this morning, wlien passings 
again through that camp with the caravan, 
Don Pedro Sallazar, after examining the 
sign, divined an Indian sojourn, and in- 
vited me to enter the huts with him. I 
found this ring in the one to which I saw 
the prisoners transported/* 

" In that case," said Diego, " it must 
have belonged to one of them, that is in- 
contestable. But how do those prisoners 
concern us ?'* 

" Our second, as victim of the barbarous 
sacrifice which I saw accomplished before 
my eyes, and he was a lancero. I allow 
that I saw that hapless man for the first 
time in my life. But the other." 

" The other !" Diego interrupted, who 
was curiously listening to Leon's narra- 
tive. 

" The other we both know, for he was 
Don Juan de Soto-Mayor, the general's 
son, and this ring is the same which he 
wore on the day when his father sheltered 
us under his roof." 
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" Don Juan !" Diego said, with a start, 
while a flash of savage joy illuminated his 
eyes. " What ! it was he ?" 

"Did you not know it?" 

" No, on ray soul ! It is probable that 
he was following the same road as our- 
selves ; and the Indians, who were ahead 
of us, seized him." 

" And what has become of him ? what 
have they done to him ?" 

" How do I know ? A Soto-Mayor !" 
Diego repeated, on whom the announce- 
ment of this news produced unequivocal 
satisfaction. " Thanks, Leon, for having 
been the first to inform me of the fact." 

" What do you mean ? I came to you 
to ask you whether this man has not 
found among the Indians the horrible- 
death that smote the lancero who accom- 
panied him !" 

" No ; and I thank Heaven for it, for I 
gave orders that all prisoners should be 
kept in a place of safety, with the excep- 
tion of the one selected for sacrifice, and 
I shall soon be able to find Don Juan, 
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who belongs to me, and whose blood shall 
be shed by me in expiation of the great 
Tahi.Mari, my father. At length," the 
half-breed exclaimed, growing animated^ 
" you are aboat to be avenged, my glo- 
rions ancestors ! and may every head 
which my hand causes to fall, rejoice your 
irritated manes !" 

At this moment, Diego's attitude had 
something so imposing about it that Leon 
felt himself gradually overcome by its 
terrible expression; because he resolved 
to oppose to the force of hatred which 
burned in the half-breed's heart that of 
love which consumed his own, by striking 
a grand blow. 

" Brother," he said, " you are strangely 
in error if you fancy that I told you the 
name of the wearer of this ring in order 
to satisfy your vengeance." 

"What do you mean?" Diego re- 
plied. 

" That in the name of the friendship 
which unites us, in the name of the love 
which I have for Donna Maria, I have 
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come to ask you to restore to liberty the 
brother of her whom I love." 

And Leon ceased speaking. 

The man who, walking along a road 
bordered by flowers and turf, suddenly 
saw the ground open under his feet, and a 
bottomless precipice present itself, would 
not feel a greater commotion of surprise 
than that which assailed the descendant 
of Tahi-Mari : his lips were clenched, his 
cheeks turned livid, and he fell crushed 
on the ponchos which remained on the 
ground. 

"Have I rightly understood? Leon, 
it is at the moment when after waiting 
twenty years for the solemn hour of vic- 
tory I at length hear it strike, that you 
ask me to surrender my enemy to you ! 
What I should have broken all the ob- 
stacles which opposed the success of the 
holy cause which I am defending; I 
should have sacrificed without pity for 
myself all that attached me to life, after 
tearing from my heart all the illusions of 
my youth, in order only to leave my 
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hatred, and all that in order to renounce 
the hope of attaining the object which I 
was pursuing ! Oh, no, that is not pos- 
sible ; and it is not you, Leon, jny friend, 
my brother, who would ask such a sacri- 
fice of me. No !" 

"Brother, forgive me !" Leon exclaimed ; 
*' but I love this woman." 

" Yes, you love her ; and if I give yovt 
the life of the brother, you will ask me 
to-morrow for that of the father ; and each 
day, implored by you, I must, I suppose, 
abandoning one by one the victims I have 
marked, efface from my memory every 
recollection of the past, and allow the as- 
sassins of Tahi-Mari to live amid the joys 
which power and wealth produce. No, 
no ! I pity you, brother, for you must 
have left all your reason at the bottom 
of that love to which you refer when you 
dare to make me such a proposal." 

" Enough, Diego ; enough ! I implored 
you in the name of our friendship, and I 
was wrong, since you believe that you are 
committing an act of justice in killing 
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those for whom I implore your mercy. 
Pardon me ; and now farewell, brother, I 
will leave you." 

"Where are you going, madman!" 
Diego asked, as he held him back. 

" I do not know, but I wish to fly far 
from here." 

" What ! leave me ! thus break a friend- 
ship like ours ! You cannot think of such 
a thing." 

*' Do you not know that I love Maria 
with all the strength of my soul : as I told 
you it is an impossibility to give up that 
love, and yet I do not wish to betray 
your cause ; so let me go and seek far 
from her, if not oblivion, at least death." 

" Grief leads you astray, Leon. Come, 
listen to me." 

" What ! — ^your justification ! I do not 
accuse you ; but once again I say we must 
separate, for if Maria were to ask me for 
her brother and I should not give him to 
her, she would curse me, do you hear ? 
because she would refuse to believe that 
I love her, as I did not know how to die 
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to save him whom your hatred has con- 
demned ! You see plainly that I must 
depart." 

"Well, then," said Diego, with some 
amount of emotion, " an insurmountable 
barrier is raised between us." 

*'Yes, brother; but though we are 
parted the memory of our friendship will 
survive our separation." 

A silence of some minutes' duration 
followed these words, and nothing could 
be heard but the hurried breathing of the 
two men. Diego was the first to speak. 

" Leon," he suddenly exclaimed, making 
a violent effort over himself; " you have 
spoken the truth ; one of us must depart, 
as we are both following a different road ; 
but it shall be I, for my place is at the 
head of the Indians, my brothers. As for 
you, remain with those whom you are 
protecting, and ere I go to resume the 
life of the proscript, and continue in 
broad daylight the struggle which I have 
been carrying on for so many years in the 
darkness, give me your hand, that I may 
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prelssitdn mine for the last time; and 
then, to the mercy of God !" 

**0h!" Leon replied, eagerly, "most 
gladly so, or rather let ns emhrace, for we 
are still worthy of each other/' 
' And the two smugglers fell into each 
other's arms. 

" Be happy, Diego," said Leon. 

*' God grant that you may find happiness 
in the love of Donna Maria," said Diego. 

Then the latter, taking his lasso, 
whistled to his colt, which came up at 
the appeal, and, after saddling it, he 
leaped lightly on its back. He remained 
motionless for a moment, taking a sor- 
rowful glance at the men sleeping a 
short distance from him ; and then, after 
breathing a deep sigh, he addressed Leon 
once again. 

" Farewell !" he said to him : " remem- 
ber that you are an adopted son of the 
Araucanos, and that if you please one day 
to come among your brothers to seek a 
supporter or a defender, you will find one 
and the other." 
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"Farewell!" murmured Leon, whose 
eyes were moist. 

Ere long the half-breed's mustang, 
sharply-spurred, leaped at one bound 
over the bales which formed the enclosure 
of the camp, and darted across the plain 
with the rapidity of an arrow. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

A FIRST LOSS. 

After Diego's departure, Leon remained 
for a long time leaning on the baggage 
which he had before him ; the last words 
of his departing friend rang in his ear 
like the sound of a knell ; a deep sorrow, 
a deadly discouragement had seized upon 
him, and a state of undefinable morbid- 
ness preyed on his whole being. 

A friendship like that which united him 
to the Vaquero is not broken so suddenly 
without the heart suffering from it, and 
in spite of the exceptional circumstances 
which had caused the separation of the 
two men, Leon could not refrain from 
a species of remorse. 

Turning over in his mind the different 
phases of his past existence and those of 
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the four last years of his life, spent in the 
midst of llanos and pampas, he asked 
himself whether he had not consciously 
exchanged the quietude of an unclouded 
present for the painful agitation of a 
future big with tempests. 

With his eye fixed on the dark and bold 
outline of Diego, which was vaguely de- 
signed on the horizon, and was gradually- 
disappearing in space, twenty times he 
was on the point of dashing forw£|.rd and 
begging him to return, while swearing to 
give up the ardent passion . which mas- 
tered him ; but an invincible force nailed 
him to the ground, his choking voice died 
away on his lips, and his courage failed 
him. Ere long an impenetrable mist 
spread between the eyes of the young 
man and his friend, who entirely disap- 
peared. 

Then Leon began cursing the fatal love 
which had come to torture his heart, and 
the hours of the night passed away un- 
noticed by him, so greatly were his 
thoughts concentrated in his soul. 
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The sky was gloomy ; heavy black 
clouds strangely edged, and driven from 
the . south-west by a cold wind, coursed 
through the air with extreme velocity. 
When, at rare intervals, the moon ap- 
peared during the short period which 
separated a cloud on the horizon from the 
advent of another which dashed after it, 
its pale and sickly rays hardly lit up the- 
objects on which they cast their vague 
light. 

The scenery, plunged in darkness at 
each new obscuration of the moon, was 
mournful and silent, and nothing could be 
heard but the regular footfall of the sentry 
echoing on the hardened soiL All were 
asleep in the cp.mp, save the Fentry and 
Leon, and the latter, not afraid of being 
seen, gave a free course to his grief, and 
heavy tears fell from his eyes. 

What secret and acrid sorrows are 
contained in each of these drops of burn- 
ing water which trickle down a man's 
face. Tears ! the supreme expression of 
impotence and despair. Tears ! the height 
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of weakness and despondency ^^rldch 
brutally restore man to his place, by 
showing him the vanity of his pride, and 
the nullity of his pretended strength. 

The captain of the smugglers was still 
weeping when a hand was laid on, or 
rather slightly touched, his shoulder. He 
quickly raised his head, and with diffi- 
culty restrained a cry of surprise. Donna 
Maria was standing before him, with her 
finger laid on her lip, in order to recom- 
mend silence. 

Half hidden by the white lace which 
surrounded her face, and fell in long 
streamers on her shoulders, the maiden 
presented herself to Leon's astonished 
gaze, like a celestial apparition which had 
come from on high to restore him hope 
and courage. 

" You '/' he murmured, with a tender- 
ness of expression impossible to render. 
" "Speak lower," the maiden replied, 
and she pointed to the sentry, who had 
stopped, and seemed to be spying, her 
movements. Leon looked for a moment 
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at the man to whom the guard of the 
camp was temporarily confided. 

" Reassure yourself," he said to her ; 
*' he is the bravest and most devoted man 
in my band. Stop here for a moment." 

Then walking a few paces, Leon made 
a signal to the sentry to come to him. 

" Wilhelm," he said to him, " stop as 
sentry till I give you orders myself to 
call one of your comrades, and look out." 
" Yes, captain," the man replied, with 
a marked German accent; "I under- 
stand." 

" Very good," Leon replied ; " begone." 
The sentry retired, and Leon returned 
to the maiden, whose bosom was hurriedly 
heaving. The captain knew Wilhelm, 
and that at the slightest movement which 
took place in the Soto-Mayors' tent, he 
should be warned. Hence he was enabled 
to talk freely with her whom he loved, 
without fear of being surprised. 

" You here so close to me !" Leon went 
on, seizing one of the maiden's hands. 
" Oh, Donna Maria, how kind you are !" 
TOL. I. 19 
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"You are suflfering," she said, as she 
bent on the young man a glance in which 
the signs of a sympathizing interest were 
visible ; " you are suffering, and seem to 
avoid and shun me, and that is why I 
have resolved on asking you the cause of 
your sorrow." 

" Oh, no ! I am no longer suffering, 
since I see you ; since I hear fall from 
your lips sweet words which dilate my 
heart with hope and joy." 

"Oh, be silent !" Maria replied; "for I 
only wish to know the cause of the sorrow 
which I have remarked, since this morn- 
ing, on your countenance." 

" What ! has your attention being so 
directed to me as to make you feel anxious 
on seeing me sad and despondent ?" 

" Do you not know that I love you ?" 
Maria said, with an accent of such sub- 
lime simplicity, that Leon fancied himself 
the sport of a dream. 

There was a moment of supreme silence, 
which the maiden was the first to break. 

" I know," she said, " how strange and 
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Tinusual is the step which I am now tak- 
ing, and how dangerous it would be with 
a man whose heart was not so noble or 
so great as yours ; but, alas ! we are at 
this moment in a situation so different 
from all the ordinary laws of life, that I 
thought I must frankly come and find 

you." 

"You were right, senorita," muttered 
Leon, with his eyes ardently fixed upon her. 

" Let me," she continued, " express to 
you all the gratitude I feel to you for 
your conduct, so full of self-denial and so 
loyal." 

"Oh!" he said. 

" I know all ; I was an invisible hearer 
of your conversation ; and nothing said 
by you or your friend escaped my ear. I 
thank you from the bottom of my heart 
for your devotion to our family. Alas !" 
she said, as if speaking to herself, " per- 
haps it would have been better for you 
and for us had you abandoned us." 

"I will carry out, whatever may 
happen^ the oath which I took to you, 

19—2 
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senorita, to lead jou in safety to your 
destination/' 

" But/* she said, with a movement of 
fear, " that man your friend, that gloomy 
and stem individual, I tremble lest he 
may try to make us fall into some horrible 
trap. I have a dark foreboding that a 
danger menaces us." 

"Whatever may be the danger, seno- 
rita," the young man exclaimed passion- 
ately, "be convinced that my friend will 
have no share in it: his word is sacred, and J 
place the most perfect confidence in him." 

" Heaven grant that you are not mis- 
taken !" she said, with a stifled sigh. 

" Moreover," he continued, " whatever 
may happen, I shall be there, and no one 
will reach you without passing over my 
body. I have sworn to escort you and 
your family safe and sound to the end 
of this long journey, and that oath I will 
keep, whatever may happen." 

"Thanks," she murmured, with emo- 
tion, as she offered him her white and 
delicate hand; "thanks, Leon — I love 
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you!" and slie disappeared light as a 
shadow, leaving the young man plunged 
into indescribable ecstacy. 

The rest of the night passed without 
further incident, and at daybreak Leon, 
who had not slept for an instant, gave 
the signal for starting. In spite of him- 
self the young man felt a vague terror for 
which he could not account. The mai- 
den's parting words echoed in his ea 
and the presentiment which she stated 
that she felt, caused him a preoccupation 
which he sought in vain to dissipate, by 
proving to himself that no possible danger 
could threaten the persons whom he was 
escorting. 

Still, before reaching the districts 
where any fear would become chimerical 
owing to the distance from the country 
frequented by the Indians, the caravan 
would be obliged to pass through a pas- 
sage called the Parumo de San Juan 
Bautista, a very difficult pass to cross, 
and which, as it served as the extreme 
limit of the Indian border, was the more 
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favourable for the preparation of an 
ambush. 

The captam wished to airive before 
nightfall at this pass, in order to recon- 
noitre the approaches carefully, and guard 
against any surprise. But to do this 
speed was required. Gheneral Soto-Mayor 
asked the young m'an why he raised tlie 
camp at so early an hour, but the latter^ 
without telling him all his thoughts, 
managed to give him reasons which, with- 
out being good, closed his mouth, and the 
caravan started. The three ladies, carefully 
wrapped up in their ponchos and rebozos 
in order to protect themselves from the 
cold, rode side by side, preceded by Greneral 
Soto-Mayor and Don Pedro Sallazar. 

Leon was a few paces ahead plunged 
into serious reflections* 

"Eh, Caballero!" Don Pedro shouted 
to him, " I should like, with your per- 
mission, to ask you a question." 

The captain stopped. 

" A question, senor," he said ; " what 
is it, if you please ?" 
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" Well, I fancy it very simple ; still if, 
unconsciously, I am guilty of any indiscre- 
tion, I beg you beforehand to excuse 
' me, and I authorize your not answering 
me." 

The young man bowed. 

" Let me hear the question," he said. 

"Since we have started," Don Pedro 
continued, " I have sought your friend in 
vain, but could not find him ; can he have 
left us, or has he gone ahead to recon- 
noitre ?" 

" My friend, senor," the young man 
answered, somewhat drily, " has left us 
not to return. He went away last night 
while you were asleep, but I have re- 
mained, and shall not abandon you .Does 
this explanation suit you, senor? or have 
you any other questions to ask me ?" 

" Hum !" Don Pedro replied, internally 
offended by the way in which the young 
man had answered him, and checking his 
horse, so as to let the others pass. 

The caravan continued its journey, and 
not one of those who composed it — 
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numbed by the cold which gradually 
grew more intense, and which they had 
great diflBculty in guarding themselves 
against — attempted to strike up even the 
most frivolous conversation. 

The nearer the travellers came to the 
Parumo de San Juan Bautista, the more 
nervous did the captain grow, though he 
could not guess the reason; at length 
this anxiety became so great that, after 
temporarily entrusting the command of 
the troop to Wilhelm, he made a signal 
to four of his adventurers to follow him ; 
and, putting himself at their head, he 
dashed his horse at the flanks of the 
mountain which the travellers were as- 
cending at the moment. As he passed 
Donna Maria, the latter slightly pulled 
aside the rebozo that covered her face, 
and bent down to him. 

"Are you leaving us in that way, , 
Leon ?" she murmured in a voice faint as 
a sigh. 

The young man started at the sound 
of the beloved voice. 
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" No !" he answered ; " on the contrary, 
I am going to watch over your safety/* 
And dashing off, he at once disappeared 
among the trees. 

"Heaven grant," the maiden said, as 
she crossed herself, "that my fears are 
chimerical, and that the danger which I 
apprehend may only exist in my imagina- 
tion." 

And wrapping herself once more in her 
rebozo, the maiden rode pensively on by 
the side of her mother and sister, who 
seemed not to have paid any attention to 
the few words she had exchanged with 
the captain. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

THE PARX7M0 DE SAN JUAN BAUTISTA. 

The Cordilleras of the Andes are strange 
mountains, with which no others in the 
world could be compared, and they form, 
so to speak, the backbone of the New 
World, the entire lei^h of which they 
traverse. It is in Chili, whose natural 
frontier they form, that they assume the 
sternest and most gloomy proportions ; 
raising to the clouds their snow-covered 
heads, it seems as if it were under the 
pressure of an omnipotent will, as Ervilla, 
the poet of Araucania, says, that they 
allow at certain periods daring travellers 
to enter their dark gorges and cross 
their denuded peaks. 

The Cordilleras cannot at any season 
be everywhere crossed, and it is only 
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during four months at the most that at 
certain spots caravans are enabled to make 
their way through the snow, escakde the 
crests of these inhospitable mountains, 
and descend the opposite sides. 

These spots, called passages, are very 
few in number : they are only three in 
Chili, and they are quebradas, or gaps, 
the dried beds of torrents, or streams, 
through which men, horses, and mules 
pass with great diflBculty at the expense 
of extraordinary cost and privations. 

The most frequented of these passages 
is the Parumo of San Juan Bautista, a 
narrow gorge between two lofty moun- 
tains, which can only be reached by a 
track a yard in width, bordered on the 
right by a forest, which rises in an amphi- 
theatrioal shape, aud on the left by a 
precipice of immense depth, at the bottom 
of which an invisible stream may be heard 
murmuring. 

This was the road which the caravan 
was following. About four in the evening, 
at the moment when night was beginning 
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to brood over these elevated regions, the 
travellers came out on a plateau of about 
forty yards in circumference ; before them, 
nearly at their feet, and half bathed in 
the early mist of night, were vaguely de- 
signed the plains to which they would 
descend on the morrow, while around 
them were dark, inextricable forests, 
which seemed to enfold them. 

Wilhelm, in obedience to the orders 
which he had received from his captain, 
commanded a halt, and aU preparations to 
be iliade for the night encampment, as 
going any further would have been com- 
mitting great imprudence, especially 
during the darkness. No one raised 
any objection, but all dismounted, and 
began actively unloading the mules and 
pitching the tent set apart for the Soto- 
Mayor family. 

While some were piling up the bales, 
and others unsaddling the horses and 
draught animals, several adventurers, se- 
lected by the leader, entered the forest. 
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in order to seek for dry wood necessary 
to keep up the watch-fires. 

The duties were thus allotted, in order 
that they might be completed as speedily 
as possible, when suddenly a terrible yell 
was heard, and a band of Indians burst 
forth from the forest, and rushed at the 
travellers with brandished weapons. 

There was a moment of disorder which 
it is impossible to describe. The travellers, 
so suddenly surprised, and for the most 
part unarmed, offered but a feeble resist- 
ance to their assailants; but, speedily 
obeying the voice of Wilhelm, and ex- 
cited by the shouts of General Soto- 
Mayor, and of Don Pedro Sallazar, they 
collected round the tent in which the 
three ladies had sought shelter, and arming 
themselves with any weapon they came 
across, they bravely resisted the Indians ; 
not hoping, it is true, to emerge as victors 
from the contest they were sustaining, 
but resolved to sell their lives dearly, and 
only yield to death. 
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The combat then assumed gigantic 
proportions; the white men knew that 
they had no quarter to expect from their 
ferocious enemies, while the latter, whose 
great number heightened their boldness, 
and who counted on an easy victory, ex- 
asperated by the resistance offered them, 
redoubled their efforts to finish with the 
white men, whom they execrated. 

The fight became with each instant 
more terrible ; Chilians and Indians were 
engaged in a hand-to-hand fight, rending 
each other like wild beasts, and howling like 
tigers when a combatant fell on either side. 

The issue of this frightful butchery 
was impossible to foresee, when suddenly 
several shots were fired, and a band of 
horsemen rushed desperately into the 
thickest of the fight. They were Leon 
and his adventurers, who, after a futile 
search, when returning to join their 
friends, heard the sound of the battle, and 
hurried up to take their part in the danger, 
and claim the right of dying with their 
comrades. 
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It was time that this succour arrived, 
for the Chilians who, crushed by numbers, 
did not feel their courage give way, but 
the moment approaching when they would 
fajl not to rise agftin in front of the tent 
which they had undertaken to defend with 
the last drop of their blood. Hence the 
unforeseen and almost providential arrival 
of the captain changed the aspect of the 
fight. 

The Indians, astonished at this unfore- 
seen attack, and not knowing what enemy 
they had to combat, hesitated for an in- 
stant, which Leon took advantage of to 
redouble his blows. A ray of hope ani- 
mated the Spaniards, who regained their 
courage, and their resistance threatened 
to become fatal to the Indians ; but this 
triumph, alas ! was of short duration. 

All at once a Eed-skin of colossal height 
rushed to meet the smuggler captain, with 
the evident intention of fighting him. 
When the two adversaries faced, they 
looked at each other with attention, each 
in his heart doing justice to the elegant 
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form and muscular appearance of his 
opponent. 

As frequently happens under such cir- 
cumstances^ Indian and Spaniards sus- 
pended the blows thev: were dealing one 
another, in order to be spectators of the 
combat in which Leon was about to 
•engage with the Indian, who appeared to 
be one of the chiefs of the band. On 
the issue of this struggle the fate of the 
combatants on either side might depend. 
By a common agreement, the Bed-skin 
threw his axe on the ground and Leon 
his gun. 

Then, after drawing their machetes, the 
two men looked at each other attentively, 
and suddenly making a bound forward, 
seized each other round the body, but 
neither could make use of his knife, as 
each had seized his enemy's right arm 
with his left hand. Activity and skill 
could alone triumph. 

For some minutes, they could be seen 
intertwined like serpents, with frowning 
brows, haggard eyes, and set teeth ; they 
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writhed in a hundred ways, and tried to. 
throw each other, but in vain. The pant- 
ing breath of both combatants could be 
heard escaping from their heaving chests 
like a whistle. The perspiration poured 
down their faces, and a whitish foam 
gathered at the corners of their mouths. 

At length the Indian chief uttered a 
savage yell, and, collecting all his strength 
in a supreme effort, threw Leon, who 
dragged him down with him. Both rolled 
on the hardened snow. A long cry of joy 
burst from the Indians, and a cry of de- 
spair from the Spaniards ; and, as if they 
had only expected this denouement ta 
renew the combat, they rushed upon each 
other with fresh strength. 

In the midst of this dark forest, which 
was plunged into a sort of semi- obscurity, 
these scenes had something awful and 
sinister. The groans of the ladies, and 
the cries of agony from the men, who fell 
before the bullets and the blade, echoed 
mournfully far and wide ; add to these 
lugubrious sounds the plaintive howling 
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raised by the animals at the sight of the 
fire which was devouring the rest of the 
baggage, and the reader will have an 
idea of the sad picture which we are 
drawing. 

In the meanwhile the Indian who had 
thrown Leon had set his knee on his 
chest with ferocious delight, and was 
brandishing his knife ; but all was not yet 
over for Leon ; by a movement rapid as 
thought he hurled away his foe, who fell, 
letting his knife slip from his grasp. It 
was now the Indian's turn to tremble. 
Leon seized him by the throat, and throt- 
tled him by the pressure of his left hand, 
while in his right he raised his machete 
to kill him. 

" Die, scoundrel !" he shouted. 

He had not finished the sentence when 
a blow from the butt end of a gun fell on 
his head, and the smuggler captain fell 
senseless, while his enemy was dragged 
away by the man who had thus saved 
him from a certain death. 

When Leon recovered his senses, the 
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Indians had disappeared ; of his twenty- 
five companions, ten still lived, while the 
others, scalped and horribly mutilated, 
were stretched out on the ground. Don 
Pedro Sallazar was stanching, as well as 
he could, a wound which he had received 
in the chest ; while General Soto-Mayor 
was on his knees, and holding in his arms 
the body of his wife, who had been killed 
by a bullet through the temples. 

The old man looked at the wound with 
a lack-lustre eye, and seemed to be no 
longer conscious of what was going on 
around him; still the heavy tears that 
coursed down his pallid cheeks fell one by 
one on the face of the dead woman. 

"And the young ladies ?" Leon anxi- 
ously asked, as he rose with great diffi- 
culty ; " I do not see them." 

" They have been carried off by the 
Indians," Don Pedro replied, in a hollow, 
sullen voice. 

" Oh !" said Leon, mad with despair, 
*' I am accursed !" 

And, overcome by grief, he fell as if 

20—^ 
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stunned to the ground. At this moment 
a horseman entered the clearing ; it was 
Major Don Juan, the son of General 
Soto-Mayor. 
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CHAPTEE XVII. 

THE ABDUCTION. 

After the infernal dance performed by 
the Indians round the tree of war, Tcha- 
ranguii, one of them, exhausted by 
fatigue, fell at the foot of the tree, in 
order to rest, and whether voluntarily or 
through excessive weariness, fell asleep. 
. When he awoke, he found himself alone ; 
his comrades had abandoned the camp. 

Without loss of time, he set off to join 
a party of his friends, whom he knew had 
gone in the direction of the Cordilleras. He 
came up with the caravan, as we described 
in a previous chapter, at the moment when 
it was continuing its journey towards Val- 
divia, and the sudden impression produced 
on him by the sight of the two young 
ladies aroused in him an eager desire to 
seize them. 
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In all probability, the Indian had in- 
stantly followed tbe trail of the tra- 
vellers, and so soon as they had esta- 
blished their bivouac in the wood, Tcha- 
ranguii had hastened off to warn his 
companions, exhorting them not to lose 
the magnificent opportunity that pre- 
sented itself of massacring some thirty 
Spaniards — that is to say, deadly enemies. 

As for the maidens, he had been very 
careful not to allude to them, through 
fear of arousing in the others the feelings 
which he experienced. Besides, it was 
far more simple that the rape should 
become the result of the fight, than the 
fight the result of the rape. 

The Indians greeted Tcharanguii's pro- 
ject with great demonstrations of joj^ and 
swore by common agreement the destruc- 
tion of the caravan. We have seen what 
the consequences of the attack on the 
travellers' camp were for the Indians, 
who did not give up the struggle till 
they had made numerous victims, and 
their chief Tcharanguii had seized Donna 
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Inez and Donna Maria de Soto -Mayor ; 
that is to say, the Eed-skin had succeeded 
in obtaining what he desired. 

A thriU of extraordinary pleasure 
coursed through the Indian's veins so 
soon as he had rendered it impossible for 
the two maidens to escape, by himself 
escorting the horses on which he had 
compelled them to mount. His eyes, 
sparkling with pleasure, turned from 
Maria to Inez, and could not dwell with 
greater complacency on one than on the 
other. He considered them both so 
lovely, that he was never weary of con- 
templating them with the frenzied admi- 
ration that Indians feel at the sight of 
Spanish women, whom they infinitely pre- 
fei* to those of their tribe. 

Now, in drawing our readers' attention 
to this peculiarity, we "must add that, for 
their part, the Spaniards eagerly seek the 
good graces of the Indian squaws, in 
whom they find irresistible attractions. 
Is this one of the effects of a wise com- 
bination of Providence, desiring to ac- 
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complisli the fusion of the two races ia 
a complete fashion? jS'o one knows; 
but what cannot be denied is, that there 
are few Spaniards in Soutli America who 
have not Indian blood in their veins. 

On this subject we may perhaps be 
allowed to leave for a moment the frame- 
work of this romance, in order to esta- 
blish the enormous diifference which ex- 
ists at the present time between the situa- 
tion of the aborigines of South America 
to the Spaniards, their conquerors, and 
that of the North American Indians toward 
the Yankees, their masters, it is a dif- 
ference that is destined to weigh heavily 
in the balance of the destinies of the New 
World. 

The Spaniards who rushed upon South 
America sword and fire in hand, who con- 
quered those ill-fated countries amid the 
glare of arson and the despairing shrieks 
of the unhappy inhabitants, whom they 
killed with horrible sufferings, ended, 
however, though without suspecting it, 
in gradually becoming blended with them. 
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by contracting marriages with Indian 
girls, while the natives chose squaws 
among the Spanish women. 

Then, still following the incline down 
which they were gliding, they eventually 
recognised 'tlie intelligence and political 
influence of the various tribes they have 
conquered, but which they respect by 
dealing and trafficking with them. 

Let us now see what has been the 
conduct of the English in North America. 
Disembarking on this portion of the New 
World, under the guidance of William 
Penn, they purchased the territories which 
they possess, and continually treated the 
Indians on equal terms, while having 
always words of peace on their lips. 
They succeeded in this way, and under 
the deceitful appearances of an entire 
good faith and perfect loyalty, in gra- 
dually becoming aggrandized, though 
they were not willing to regard the men 
whom they plundered as their equals, 
or lower the pride of their race so far as to 
mingle their blood with that of the Indians. 
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Even more. The English, impelled 
hy that philanthropic spirit that distin- 
guishes them, and to which we have 
already had occasion to refer, were too 
humane to shoot down the men whose 
wealth they coveted, and found it far more 
simple to inoculate them with all the 
vices of old Europe; ahove all, that of 
drunkenness, which hrutalizes and deci- 
mates them. 

What are the results of the opposite 
systems adopted hy the two nations? 
North America is losing its aborigines 
with frightful rapidity, while South Ame- 
rica, on the contrary, is covered with in- 
numerable Indian tribes. 

After the organic law of the world, 
which wishes that the old and exhausted 
blood of the ancient races should be re- 
newed and regenerated by a young and 
vigorous blood, it is easy to foresee that, 
in spite of the present state of the great 
Eepublic of the United States, which 
strives to invade everything, and behaves 
with that shorthanded system peculiar to 
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the EngKsh character, it is only a colossus 
with feet of clay, which has not and 
cannot find in itself the necessary vital 
strength to accomplish the task laid down 
for itself hy this youthful Eepuhlic, formed 
of heterogeneous elements which come 
into collision and thwart each other at 
every step. Its blood, vitiated by a long 
servitude in Europe, would require to be 
completely rejuvenated. 

This bastard nation, without father or 
country, whose ancestors do not exist, and 
which has a pretension to be regenerating, 
will suddenly and eternally collapse, when, 
in its fury for possession, it has devoured 
all the so-called Spanish republics on the 
seaboard, and dashes against the wide 
chests of those men of bronze who are 
called the Moluchos. 

In order to regenerate peoples, a nation 
must itself possess the regenerating vir- 
tues ; but it has been said for a long time, 
with great truth, that the republicans of 
North America possessed all the vices of 
the old world without one of its virtues. 



316 THE SMUGGLER CHIEF. 

Besides, the puerile debates, insensate 
Utopias, and absurd follies of these ho- 
nourable citizens gave us, many years 
ago, the measure of their strength. The 
future will decide the question and say 
whether we are deceived in the severe 
but impartial judgment which we pass on 
them. But to return to Tcharanguii, 
from whom this long digression has car- 
ried us away. 

The young Indian chief, on getting pos- 
session of his two captives, had at the 
outset the idea of conveying them among 
his tribe, and afterwards decide which of 
the two he would select as his squaw; 
but on reflecting upon the distance which 
separated the Cordillera from the territory 
of the Jaos, and not wishing to confide 
such a precious booty to the warriors who 
had fought with him, he resolved to get 
ahead of his comrades, who were proceed- 
ing to the north, and conduct General 
Soto-Mayor's two daughters to Schymi- 
Tou, the Sayotkatta of Grarakouaiti, who 
in his quality of High Priest of the Sun, 
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would be enabled to conceal them from 
ail eyes up to the day when Tcharanguii 
came to ask for an account of the deposit 
he had made with him. 

It was, therefore, towards Grarakouaiti 
that the ravisher was proceeding. The 
two unhappy girls, violently separated 
from their parents and friends, whom they 
never hoped to see again, had fallen into 
a state of prostration which almost de- 
prived them of a consciousness of the 
frightful position in which the fatal issue 
of the fight had placed them. Surrendered 
without defence to the will of a savage, 
who might at any moment display the 
utmost violence toward them, they had 
no human succour to await. They were, 
therefore, compelled to leave their fate to 
Grod, and resign themselves in a Christian 
spirit to the harsh trials which He in- 
flicted on them. 

Employing our privilege of narrator, 
we will precede the Indian chief, and 
sketch the character of the country he 
had to pass through before reaching the 



318 THE SMUGGLER CHIEF. 

city which was his destination. We will 
at the same time give a description which 
will enable the reader to form an idea of 
the manners and customs of the inhabi- 
tants, while Tcharanguii is hurrying to 
arrive, and displaying a certain respect to 
his prisoners, and lavishing on them at- 
tentions which might seem surprising on 
the part of a man like the formidable 
chief of the Jaos. What were the rea- 
sons that induced Tcharanguii to act in 
this way ? — ^we may probably know here- 
after. 

The Cordillera of the Andes, that im- 
mense backbone of the American conti- 
nent, which it traverses through its whole 
length from north to south, has several 
peaks forming immense llanos on which 
tribes reside at an elevation where in 
Europe all vegetation ceases. 

After passing through the Paramo of 
St. Juan Bautista and entering the tem- 
plada region, which extends for about 
sixty leagues, the traveller finds himself 
in face of a virgin forest which is no less 
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than eighty leagues in depth, and some 
twenty odd in width. 

The most practised pen is powerless to 
describe the unnumbered marvels to be 
found in that inextricable vegetation 
called a virgin forest, which is at once 
strange and fascinating, majestic and im- 
posiijg. The most fanciful imagination 
recoils before this prodigious fecundity of 
an elementary nature, which is necessarily 
born again from its own destruction with 
every new strength and vigour. 

Lianas running from tree to tree and 
from branch to branch, plunge here and 
there into the soil to rise again further 
on skywards, and form by crossing and 
interlacing an almost impassable barrier, 
as if jealous Nature wished to conceal 
from profane eyes the secret mysteries of 
these forests, in whose shadows the foot- 
steps of men have only echoed at rare in- 
tervals and never with impunity. Trees 
of all ages and species . grow without 
order or symmetry, as if they had been 
sown haphazard like grains of wheat in a 
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furrow. Some, slight and tall, count but 
a few years, and the ends of their branches 
are covered by tlie wide and grand foliage 
of others whose haughty crowns have seen 
centuries pass. 

Beneath the foliage sweetly murmur 
pure and limpid streams, which escape 
from fissures in the rocks, and after a 
thousand windings are lost in some lake 
or unknown river, whose free waters have 
as yet only reflected on their calm mirror 
the arcana of the solitude. Here are 
found, pell-mell and in a picturesque dis- 
order, all the magnificent products of tro- 
pical regions — ^the mahogany, the ebony, 
the satin-wood, the oak, the maple, the 
mimosa, with its silvery frondage, and the 
tamarind, thrusting out in all directions 
its branches covered with flowers, fruit, 
and leaves, which form a dome impene- 
trable by the sunbeams. 

From, the vast and unexplored depths 
of these forests issue at times inexplicable 
sounds — ferocious howls, mocking cries, 
mingled with shrill whistles, joyous strains 



THE ABDUCTION. 821 

full of harmony, or expressions of fury, 
rage, and terror from the formidable 
guests that people them. 

After resolutely entering this chaos, and 
struggling hand to hand with this un- 
tended and savage nature, the traveller 
succeeds, axe in hand, in cutting step 
by step a path impossible of description. 
At one moment he crawls like a reptile 
on the detritus of leaves, dead wood, and 
birds' deposits, piled up for centuries; 
at another, he leaps from branch to branch 
at the top of the trees, and travels, so to 
speak, in the air. 

But woe to the man who neglects to 
have his eye constantly op^n to all that 
surrounds him, and his ear strained, for 
he has to fear; in addition to the obstacles 
of the vegetation, the venomous bites of 
snakes disturbed in their retreat, and the 
no less dangerous teeth of ferocious ani- 
mals. He must also carefully watch the 
course of the rivers and streams which he 
comes across, and settle the position of 
the sun by day, and guide himself at night 
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by the Southern Cross ; for once lost in 
a virgin forest it is impossible to get out 
of it ; it is a labyrinth of which Ariadne's 
thread woidd be powerless to find the 
issue. 

At last, when the traveller has suc- 
ceeded in surmounting the dangers we 
have described, and a thousand others no 
less terrible which we have passed over in 
silence, he finds himself in front of an 
Indian city. That is to say, he is before 
one of those mysterious cities into which 
no European has ever penetrated, whose 
exact position is even unknown, and 
which since the conquest have served as 
the refuge of the Araucanian civilization. 

The fabulous tales told by some tra- 
vellers about the incalculable riches con- 
tained in these cities have inflamed the 
greed and avarice of a great number of 
adventurers, who, at various periods, have 
attempted to find the lost road to these 
queens of the llanos and pampas of the 
Cordillera. Others, merely impelled by the 
irresistible attraction which extraordinary 
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enterprises offer to vagabond imagina- 
tions, have also started, during the last 
fifty years, in search of the Indian cities, 
but, up to the present day, success has not 
crowned a single one of these expeditions. 

Some of the travellers have returned 
disenchanted and half killed by this 
journey toward the unknown ; , a certain 
number left their bodies at the base of 
precipices or in the quebradas to serve as 
food for birds of prey ; and, lastly, others, 
more unhappy still, have disappeared 
without leaving a trace, and no one has 
ever known what became of them. 

We, in consequence of circumstances 
too lengthy to repeat here, but which we 
may possibly narrate some day, have in- 
voluntarily inhabited one of these im- 
penetrable cities, and, more fortunate than 
our predecessors, we succeeded in escap- 
ing through a thousand perils, all miracu- 
lously avoided. The description we are 
about to give is therefore scrupulously 
exact, and will not admit of doubt, since 
we speak from personal knowledge. 

21—2 
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Garakouaiti, the city which appears 
before us, when we have at last crossed 
the virgin forest, extends from north to 
south in the form of a rectangle. A wide 
stream, over which are thrown several 
stone bridges of incredible lightness and 
elegance, passes through its entire length. 
At each comer of the square an enormous 
block of rock, cut perpendicularly on the 
side facing the country, serves as an al- 
most impregnable fortification. These 
four citadels are also connected together 
by a wall, twenty feet thick at the top, 
and forty high, which inside the town 
forms an incline whose base is sixty feet 
in width. This wall is built of the bricks 
of the country, which are about a yard 
long, and called adobfes, and surrounds 
the town. A wide deep ditch doubles the 
height of the walls. 

Two gates alone offer entrance to the 
<5ity : they are flanked by turrets, exactly 
like a medifeval ca$tle; and what sup- 
ports our comparison is, that an extremely 
narrow and light bridge of planks, which 
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can be removed upon the slightest alarm, 
is the solecommunication between the gate 
and the exterior. 

The houses are low, and have terraced 
roofs connected with each other: they 
are light, and built of reeds and canave- 
rales covered with cement, owing to the 
earthquakes so frequent in these coun- 
tries ; but they are large, airy, and have 
numerous windows. They are all one 
storey high, and their front is covered 
with a varnish of dazzling whiteness. 

The narrow streets, which intersect 
each other at right angles, converge upon 
an immense square, situated in the centre 
of the city, and bearing the name of 
Ikarepantou (the square of the sun). It 
is probable that it was in honour of the 
sun that the Indians designed this square, 
whence aU the streets of the city radiate, 
for it is impossible to imagine a more 
correct representation of the planet which 
they venerate than this symmetrical ar- 
rangement. 

Pour magnificent palaces stand in the 
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direction of the four cardinal points, and 
on the western side is the great temple of 
Chemiin-Sona, surrounded by an infinite 
number of carved gold and silver columns. 
The appearance of this building is most 
beautiful: it is reached by a flight of 
twenty steps, each made of a single 
marble slab ten yards long ; the walls are 
excessively lofty, and the roof, like that 
of the other buildings, is terraced, for the 
Indians, who are well versed in the art of 
constructing subterranean vaults, are igno- 
rant of the formation of domes. 

The interior of the temple is relatively 
most simple. Long pieces of tapestry, 
worked with feathers of a thousand hues, 
and representing the entire history of the 
Indian religion, cover the walls. In the 
centre stands an isolated altar surmounted 
by a sun glistening with gold and pre- 
cious stones, and supported by the sacred 
tortoise. By an ingenious artifice, the first 
beams of the rising sun fall on this splendid 
idol, and make it flash with the most 
brilliant colours, so that it appears to be- 
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come animated, and really iUumines all 
gorrounding objects. In front of this 
altar stands the sacrificing table, which 
resembles the one we described when re* 
lating the ceremony which Leon Delb^s 
witnessed in the Indian camp. We will 
state at once that human sacrifices are 
daily becoming rarer, and now only take 
place under entirely exceptional circum- 
stances. The victims are selected from 
persons condemned to death or prisoners 
of war. 

At the end of the temple is a space 
closed by heavy curtains, to which the 
public are refused admission. These cur* 
tains conceal the entrance of a flight of 
steps leading to vast vaults that run 
underneath the temple, and tg which the 
priests alone have the right to descend. 
The ground is covered, with leaves and 
flowers, which are daUy renewed. 

On the south side of the square stands 
the Ulmen Fare, or Palace of the Chief. 
It is merely a succession of reception- 
rooms, in which everybody has a right to 
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appear, and of immense courtyards which 
serve for the martial exercises of the 
nation. A separate building, to which 
visitors are not admitted, is occupied by 
the chief's family, and the building serves 
as an arsenal and contains all the weapons 
of the nation, from Indian bows and 
arrows, sagaies, lances and shields, up to 
European sabres, swords, and muskets, 
which the Indians, after fearing them so 
greatly, have now learned to employ as 
well as ourselves, if not better. 

On the same square is the famous 
Jouimion Fare, or Palace of the Vestals, 
where the Virgins of the Sun live and die. 
No man, the high priest excepted, is 
allowed to enter the interior of this build- 
ing, which is reserved for the maidens de- 
voted to the sun : a terrible death would 
immediately punish the daring man who 
attempted to transgress this law. 

The life of the Indian virgins has many 
points of resemblance with that of the 
nuns who people European convents. 
They are immured, take an oath of per- 
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petual chastity, and pledge themselves 
never to speak to a man, unless he be 
their father or brother, and in that case, 
are only allowed to converse with him 
through a paling in the presence of a 
third person, and must carefully hide their 
faces. 

When they appear in public and are 
present at the religious festivals in the 
temple, they are veiled from head to foot. 
A vestal convicted of having allowed a 
man to see her face is condemned to death. 
In the interior of their abode, they occupy 
themselves with feminine tasks, and fer- 
vently perform the rites of their religion. 
The vows are voluntary : a maiden cannot 
be admitted among the Virgins of the 
Sun until the high priest has acquired 
the certainty that no one has forced her 
to take this determination, and that she 
is really following her vocation. 

Lastly, the fourth palace, situated on 
the east side of the square, is the most 
splendid and at the same time most 
gloomy of all. It is the Houdaskon Fare, 



880 THE SMUGOLBR CHIEF. 

or Palace of the Genii, and serves as the 
jresidence of the Sayotkatta and piaies. 
It is impossible to express the mysterious, 
sad, and cold air of this residence, whose 
windows are covered with a trellis-work 
of osiers, so closely interwoven that it 
almost entirely obstructs the light of 
day. 

A gloomy silence perpetually prevails 
in this enclosure, but at times, in the 
middle of the night, sleeping Indians 
are aroused in terror by strange clamours, 
which seem to issue from the interior of 
the Houdaskon Far^. What is the Ufe of 
the men who inhabit it ? — in what do they 
pass their time ? No one knows. Woe 
to the imprudent man who, desirous of 
information on this point, might try to 
detect secrets of which he cjught to be 
ignorant. 

If the vow of chastity is imposed on 
the vestals it does not exist for the piaies; 
still few Qf these marry, and all abstain 
from any ostensible connexion with the 
other sex. The novitiate of the priests 
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lasts ten years, and it is only at the ex- 
piration of that period, and after under- 
going numberless trials, that the novices 
assume the title of piaies. Till then they 
can recal their determination, and em- 
brace another profession ; but such cases 
are extremely rare. It is true that, if 
they took advantage of the permission, 
they would be infallibly assassinated by 
the priests, through a fear of a part of 
their secrets being revealed to lajrmen. 
However, they are greatly respected by 
the Indians, by whom they continue to 
make themselves loved; and we may 
say that next to the TJlmen, the Sayot- 
katta is the most powerful man in the 
tribe. 

Among peoples where religion is so 
formidable a lever, it is remarkable that 
the spiritual and temporal powers never 
clash ; each knows how far his attributes 
extend, and follows the line traced for 
him without trying to encroach on the 
rights of the other. Thanks to this intel- 
ligent diplomacy, priests and chiefs work 
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amicably together^ and double eaeb other's 
strength. 

Now that we have made our readers 
acquainted with Garakouaiti, let us end 
this chapter by saying that Tcharanguii, 
according to his desires, found in the 
Sayotkatta Schymi-Tou a complacent ally, 
who promised him on his head to watch 
with scrupulous attention over the pri- 
soners whom he undertook to hold in 
trust. 

It is as well to add that Tcharanguii 
told the Sayotkatta that they were the 
daughters of one of the most powerful 
gentlemen in Chili, and that, in order to 
force him to make common cause with 
the chief of the . Jaos, he had decided on 
taking one of them for his wife. And 
lastly, he added, that a magnificent present 
would amply reward him for the watch 
which he begged him to keep. 
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